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P R 0 LOG VE, 


Written by Mr. S T FE E I. E. 


8 INC E Fancy of itſelf is looſe and vain, 
The Wiſe by Rules that airy Power reſtrain : 
T hey think thoſe Writers mad, who at their Kaje 
(Coney this Houſe and Audience where they pleaſe': 
Who Nature's ſtated Diſtances con und: 
And mate this Spot all Sails the Sun goes round: 
'Tis nothing, ben a fancy'd Scene's in view, 
To /kip from Covent-Garden to Peru. | 
But Shakeſpear's Self tranſgreſs'd; and ſball eachElf, 
Hach Pigmy Genius, guote great Shakeſpear's Self. 
Mat Critick dares prejcribe what's juſt and fit, 
Or mark out Limits for ſuch boundleſs Wit ! 
Shakeſpear ud travel thro' Earth, Sea and Air, 
And point cut all the Powers and Wonders there. 
In barren Deſarts he makes Nature ſmile, 
And gives us Feaſts in his Enchanted Iſle. 
Dur Author does his feeble Force confeſs, 
Nor dares pretend ſuch Merit to tranſgreſs ; 
Does not ſuch ſhining Gifts of Genius Share, 
And therefore makes Propriety his Care. 
Your Treat with ftudy'd Decency he ſerves; 
Not only Rules of Time and Place preſerves, 
Aut ſtrives to keep his Characters intire, 
With French Correctneſs, and with Britiſh fire. 
This Piece preſenied in a foreign Tongue, 
When France was glorious, and her Monarch young, 
A hundred Times a crowded Audience drew ; 
A hundred Times repeated, flill 'twas new. 
Pyrrhus provet'd, to no wild Rants betray'd, 
Rejents his gen'raus Love ſo ill repay'd; 7 
Does lite a Man reſent, a Prince upbraid. 
His Sentiments diſcloſe a Koyal Mind, 
Nor is lie known a King from Guards behind. 
Injur'd Hermione demands Relief ; 
But not from heavy Narratives of Grief: 
in conſcious Majefty her Pride is ſhewn ; 
Horn to revenge her Wrongs, but not bemoan, 
Andromache—If in our Author's Lines, 
Ns in the great Original, fbe ſhines, n 
Nothing but from Barbarity /he fears, TE 
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Aitend, with Silence, you'll applaud with Tears. 
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Written by Mr. BU DGE LL. 


1 Hope youll own, that with becoming Art, 
ve play'd my Game, and topp i the Widew's Part, 

My Spouſe, poor Man! could nat live out the Play, 
Hut dy'd commodiouſly on the Wedding-Day, 
While I, his Reli, fade at one bold Hing 
Myſelf a Princeſs, and young Sty a * 1g 

You, Ladies, who pretet# a Lover's Pain, 
And ear your Servants fieh whele Years in vain; 
Which of you all wcu!d nat on Marriage venture, 
Might fbe fo foon upon her Fointure enter? 

Tuns a Rrange Scape ad Pyrrhus liv'd till: no, 
I had been finely kamper'd in my Vow. 
To die by one's own Hand, ard fly the Charms 
Of Love and Life in q yours Mzanarch's Arms! 

were an hard Fate—erc had underpone it 
I might have took one Night—to think upon it, 

But why, you'll ſay, was a this Grief expreſt. 

or a firſt Huſband, laid long fince at reſt ? 
Why ſo much Cold nejs to my kind Protector? 
—Ah Ladies! had you known thegord Man Hector 
Homer ell tell you (or I'm miſcin form d 
That when, enrag d, the Grecian Camp ne fiorm'd, 
To break the ten-fould Barriers of the Gate, 
He threw a Stone of fuch prodigious Weight, 
As no two Men could lift, not evea-thoſe, ? 
Who in that Ane of hund ring Mortals roſe : 8 
—[t would have ſpraind a Dozen modern Beaux 

At lenoth fo er I laid my Weeds aſide, 
Aud funk the Widow in the well-dreſs'd Bride. 
In you it ſtill remains to grace the Play, 9924 
40 Blſs with Jay my Coronation-Doy : 
Take then, ye Circles of the Brave and Fair, 
The Fathe, {eſs and Widow to your Care. 
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DRAMATIS PERSON. 


M E N. 


Penn us, the Son of Achilles, and King of Epirus, 
in Love with Andromache, but We to Her- 
nione. | 


Prortntx, Counſellor to Pyrrhus. 


ORnEsTES, the Son of Agamemnon, Ambaſſador from 
the Greeks to Pyrrhus, in Love with Hermione. 


PyLADEs, Friend to Oreſtes, ſeparated from him in a 
Storm, driven on the Coaſts of Epirus, and detained 
by contrary Winds in the Court of Pyrrhus. 


WOM EN. 


Axonen, HeRor's Widow, Captire to Pyr- 
thus, and Mother to Aſtyanax. | 


Cerx1saA, Confdante to Andromache. 


Hexmioxe, Daughter to Menelaiis and Helen, be- 
trothed to Pyrrhus. | 


Cr kong, Contidante to Hermione. 


Attendants to Pyrrhus and Oreſtes, &c. 


Ihe SCENE a great Hall in the Court of Pyrrhus 
at Buthrotos, the Capital City of Epirus. 
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l. I. 
Enter O RE STE S and PYLADES. 
Gn 
12 Pylades! What's Life without a Friend! 
O { At Sight of thee my gloomy Soul chears up; 
> My hopes revive, and Gladneſs dawus with- 

in me, 
After an Abſence of fix tedious Moons, 
How cou'd I hope to find my Pylades, 
My Joy, my Comtort ! on this tata! Shore? 
Een in the er of Fyrrhus? in theſe Realms, 
Theſe hated Realms, fo eroſs to all my wiſhes ? 
Oh, my brave Friend! may no blind Stroke of Fate 
Divide us more, and tear me from myſelf. 

Pyl. O Prince! O my Oreſtes! O my Friend. 
Thus let me ſpeak the welcome of my Heart. ſembracin g- 
Since J have gain'd this unexpected Meeting, 

Bleſt be the Fowers who barr'd my way to Greece, 
And kept me here! e er ſince th* unhappy Day, 
W hen warring Winds (Epirvs full in view) 
Sunder'd our Barks on the loud ſtormy Mun. 

Orot. It was, indeed; a Morning full of Horror! 

Fyl. A thouſand boding Cares have racx'd my Soul 
In- your Behalf. Often, with Tears, 1 .aourn'd 
The fatal Ills, in which your Life's involy'd; 

And grudg'd you Dangers, which I could not ſhare, 
1 fear'd to what Extremes the black Deſpair, | 
That prey'd upon your Mind, might have betray'd you; 
And leſt the Gods, in pity to your Woes, 

Should hear your Pray'rs, and take the Life you loatE's, 
But now. with Joy kae you !---The Retinde 


And num'rous Followers that ſurround you here, 
Speak better Fortunes, and a Mind diſvos'd 
To reith Lite. 
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Oreſi. Alas! my Friend, who knows 
The Deftiny, to which I ſtand reſerv'd; 
I come in ſearch of an inhuman Fair 
And live or die, as ſhe decrees my Fate. 

Pyl. You much ſurprize me, Prince I thought 

ou cur'd 
Of your unpity'd, unſucceſsful Paſſion, 
Why, in Epiras, ſhould you hope to find 
Hermione, leſs cruel, than at Sparta? 
I thought her Pride, and the ditdainful Manner, 
In which ſhe treated all your conſtant Suff rings, 
Had broke your Fetters, and aſſur'd your Freedom: 
Atham'd of your Repulſe and lighted Vows, 
You hated her; you talk'd of her na more : 
Prince, you decery'd me. 

Oreſt. I deceiv'd myſelf. 
Do not upbraid th' unhappy Man, that loves thee. 
Thou know'ſt, I never hid my Paſſion from thee; 
Thou ſaw'ſt it in its Birth, and in its Progreſs. 
And when at laft the hoary King her Father, 
Great Menelaüs, gave away his Dev, 
His lovely Daughter to this happy Pyrrhus, 
Th' Avenger of his Wrongs; thou ſaw'ſt my Grief, 
My Torture, my Deſpair; and how I dragg d, 
From Sea to Sea, a heavy Chain of Woes, 
O Pylades! my Heart has bled within me, 
To. ſee thee, preſt with Sorrows not thy own, 
Sill wand'ring with me like a baniſh'd Man! 
Watchful, and anxious for thy wretched Friend, 
Ta temper the wild Tranſports of my Mind, 
And ſave me from myſelf. 

Fyl. Why thus unkind? 
Why wili you envy me the pleaſing Taſks 
Of gen'rous Love and ſympathizing Friendſhip? 

Oreſt. Thou Miracle of Truihn—Biut hear me on 

When, in the midſt of my diſaſtrons Fate, 

J thought how the Divine Hermione, 

Deaf to my Vows, regardleſs of my Plaints, 
Gave up herſelf, in all her Charms, to Pyrchus 
Thou may'ſt remember, I abhorr'd her Name, 
Strove to forget her, and repay her Scorn. 

i made ny Friends, and een myſelf, believe 
My Soul was freed. Alas! I did not fee, 

hat all the Malice of my Heart was Love. 


iumphing thus, and yet a Captive Kill, 
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In Greece I landed: And in Greece I found 
Th aſſembled Princes all alarm'd with Fears, 
In which their common Safety ſeem'd concern'd. 
J join'd them: For I hop'd that War and Glory 
Might fill my Mind, and take up all my Thoughts; 
And that my ſhatter'd Soul, impair'd with Griet, 
Once more would reafſume its wonted Vigour, 
And ev'ry idle Paſſion quit my Breaſt. 
Pyl. The Thought was worthy Agamemnon's Son. 
Oreſt. But ſee the ſtrange Perverſeneſs of my Stars, 
W hich throws me on the Rock I ftrove to thun ! 
The jealous Chiefs, and all the States of Greece, 
With one united Voice, complain of Pyrrhus ; 
1 hat now, forgetful of the Fromiſe given, 
And mindleſs of his God-Ji:ke Father's Fate, 
Aſtyanax he nurſes in his Court; 
Aſtyanax, the young, ſurviving Hope 
Ot ruin'd Troy; Aſtyanax, deſcendæd 
From a long Race of Kings; great H-Qtor's Son, 
Pyl. A Name ſtill dreadtul in the Ears of Greece! 
But, Prince, you'll ceaſe to wonder, why the Child 
Lives thus protected in the Court of Pyrrhus ; 
When you ſhall hear, the bright Andromache, 
His lovely Cap'ive, charms hin from his Purpoſe : 
1nhe Mother's Beauty guards the helpleſs Son. 
Oreſt. Your Tale confirins what I have heard; and 
hence | 
Spring all my Hopes. Since my proud Rival wooes 
Anotner Partner to his I hrone and Bed, 
HEermione nay ſtill be mine. Hei Father, 
The injur'd Menelavs, thinks already 
His Daughter lighted, and th' intended Nuptials 
Too long delay'd. I heard his loud Complants 
Wien ſecret Pleaſure; and was glad to find 
Th' ungrateful Maid negleRed in her Turn, 
And all my Wrongs aveng'd in her Diſgrace. 
Fyl. Oh! may you keep your juſt Reſentments 
warm | e 
Oreſi. Reſentments? Oh, my Friend, too ſoon I 
found n | 
They grew not out of Hatred! I'm betray'd: 
I practiſe on myſelf; and fondly plot 
My own Undoing. Goaded on by Love, 
1 canvaſs'd all the Suffrages of Greece; — 
And here I come their tworn Ambaſſador, + :.; 27" 
To 
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To ſpeak their Jealouſies, and claim this Boy. 


Pyl. Pyrrhus will treat your Embaſly with Scorn, | 


Full of Achilles, his redoubted. Sire; 
Pyrrhus is proud, impetuous, headſtrong, fierce 
Made up of Paſſions: Will he then be 1way'd, 
And give to Death the Son of her he loves? 
Or:jt. Oh, would he render up Hermione, 
And keep Aſtyanax, I ſhould be bleſt! 
He muſt ; he ſhall: Hermione's my Life, 
My Soul, my Rapture !—F1] no longer curb - 
The ftrong Defire that hurries me to Madneſs ; 
I'll give a Looſe to Love; I'll bear her hence; 
I'll tear her from his Arms; III, ye Gods! 
Give me Hermione, or let me die !— 
But telt me, Pylades; how ſtand my Hopes? 
Is Pyrrhus ſtill enamour'd with her Charms? 
Or doſt thou think he'll yield me up the Prize, 
The dear, dear Prize, which he has raviſh'd from me?. 
Pyl. I dare not flatter your fond Hopes fo far; 
The King, indeed, cold to the Spartan Princeſs, 
Turns all his Paſſion to Andromache, _ 
Hector's atflicted Widow. But in vain, 
With interwoven Love and Rage, he ſues. 
The charming Captive, obſtinately cruel. | 
Oft he alarms her for her Child, confn'd 
Apart; and when her Tea:s begin to flow. 
As ſoon he ſtops them, and recalls his Threats, 
Hermione a thouſand Tines has ſeen 
His il!-requited Vows return to ber; 
And takes his Indignativi all for Love, 
What can be gather'd tron. a Man fo various? 
He may, in tte Diſorder of his Soul, 
Wed her he hates, and punith her he loves. 
Or et. But tel! me, how the wrong'd Hermione 
Brooks her fow Nuptials, and diſhonour'd Charms? 
Pyl. Hermione would fain be thought to {corn 
Her wavering Lover, and diſdain his Faithood ; 
But, ſpite ot all her Pride, and conſcio.s Beauty, 
She mourns in ſecret her neglected Charms; 
And oft has made me piivy to her Tears: 
Still threatens to be gone; yet ſtill ſhe Kays; 
And ſometim:s fighs, and wiſhes ſur Oreftes, 


Oreſft. Ah! were thoſe Wiſhes from her Heart, my 


Friend, | 
1'd y in Tranſport [ Fouri/b 8 8 
*, 


2 
75 


To plot an Inſant's Death? — What Right has G reece 
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Pyl. Hear !-—The King approaches 
To give you Audience. Speak your &mbafJy 
Without Referve : Urge the Demands of Greece; 
And in the Name of all her Kings require, 
That Hector's Son be given into your Hands, 
Pyrrhus, inſtead of granting what they atk, 
1o {peed his Love, and win the Tropin Dame, 
Will make it Merit to preſerve her Son. 
But, ſce; he comes! 
Orell. Mean while, my Pylades, 
Go, and diſpoſe Hermione to ſee 
Her Lover, who is come thus tar, to throw 
Himfclf in all his Sorrows at her Feet. 
S EN E II. 
ORrESTES, PYRRHUS, and PHOENIX, 
Oreſt. Before 1 ſpeak the Meſſage of the Greeks, 
Permit me, Sir, to glory in the Title 
Of their Ambaſſador; ſince 1 behold 
Troy's Vanquither, and great Achilles' Son. 
Nor does the Son riſe thort of ſuch a Father : 
If Hector fell by him, Troy fell by you. 
But, what your Father never would ma done, 
You do. You cherith the Remains of Troy; 
And, by an ili-tim'd Pity, keep alive 
The dying Embers of a 9 War. 
Have you ſo ſoon forgot the mighty Hector? 
The Gre-ks remember his high brandiſh'd Sword, 
That £11'd their States with Widows and with Orphans: 
For which they call for Vengeance on his Son. 
Who knows what he may one Day prove: Who 
knows | 
But he may brave us in our Ports; and, fill'd 
With Hedtor's Fury, ſet our Fleets on blaze? 
You may, yourlelt, live to repent your Mercy. 
Comply, then, with the Grecians juſt Nemant?s : 
Satiate their Vengeance, aud preſerve yourſelf, _ 
Fyr. The Greeks are for my S.tety more concern'd 
Than I defire. I thought your Kings were met 
On more important Counſel. When I heard 
The Name of their Ambaflador, 1 4 
Some glorious Enterprize was taking irth. 
Is Agamemnon's Son diſpatch'd for this? 
And do the Grecian Chiefs, renown'd in War, 
A, Race of Heroes, join in cloſe Debate, 
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To aſk his Life? Muſt I, muſt I alone, 

Of all her ſc:pter'd Warriors, be deny d 

To treat my Captive as I pleaſe * Know, Prince, 
When Troy lay ſmoaking on the Ground, and each 
Proud Victor ſhar'd the Harveſt of the War; 
Andromacke and this her Son were mine; 

Were mine by Lot! And who ſhall wreſt them from me? 
Ulyfles b-re away old rriam's Queen 

Caſſandra was your own great Father's Prize: 

Did I concern myſelf in what they won? 

Did I ſend Embaſſies to claim their Captives? 

Oreſt. But, Sir, we fear, for pou and for ourſelves. 
Troy may again revive, and a new Hector 
Riſe in Aſtyanax. Then think betimes— 

Pyr. Let daſtard Souls be tianoroully wile : 

But tell them, Pyrrhus knows not how to form 
Far fancy'd alls, and Dangers out of ſight. 

Oreſi. Sir, call to Mind ch anrivall'd Strength of Troy; 
Her Walls, her Bulwarks, and her Gates of Braſs; 
Her Kings, her Heroes, and embattled Armies ! 

Pyr. I call them all to mind; and ſee them all. 
Confus'd in Duſt; all mixt in one wide Ruin; 

All but a Child, and he in Bondage held. | 

W hat Vengeance can we fear from ſuch a Troy ? 

It they have ſworn t extinguiſh Hector's Race, 
Why was their Vow for twelve long Months deterr'd? 
Why was he not in Friam's Boſom ilain ? 

He thould have fall'n among the ſlaughter'd Heaps, 

W helm'd under Troy. His Death had then been guſt, 
When Age and Infancy, alike in vain, 

Pleaded their Weakneſs; When the Heat of Conqueſt, 
And Horrors of the Sight, rous'd all our Rage, 
And blindly hurry'd us thro' Scenes of Death. 
My Fury then was without Bounds : But now, 
My Wratk appeas'd, muſt I be cruel ill? 

And, deaf to all the tender Calls of Pity, 

Like a coel Murd'rer, bethe my Hands in Blood? 
An Infant's Blood ?—No, Prince—Go, bid the Greeks 
Mark out ſome other Victim; my Revenge 

Has had its Fill. What has eſcap'd from Troy 
Shall not be ſav'd to,perith in Epirus. 

Oreſt. I need not tell you, Sir, Aſtyanax 
Was doom'd to Death in Troy; nor mention how 
The crafty Mother ſav'd her darling Son. 

ks do now but urge their tormer Rowe ; 
NOE 
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What irkſome Thoughts ſhould I be then reliev'd! 
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Nor is't the Boy, but Hector they purſue ; 
The Father draws their Vengeance on the Son. 
The Father, who ſo oft in Grecian Blood 


+ Has drench'd his Sword: The Father, whom the Greeks 


May ſeek ev'n here. —Prevent them, Sir, in time. 
Pyr. No! let them come; ſince I was born to wage 
Eternal Wars. Let them now turn their Arms 
On him, who conquer'd for them-: Let them come, 
Ard in Epirus ſeek another Troy, 1 Ft 
'was thus they recompens d my God-like Sire; 
Thus was Achilles thanx'd. But, Prince, remember, 
Their black Ingratitude then coſt them dear, 
Oraſt. Shall Greece then find a Rebel Son in Pyrrhus? 
Pyr. Have IT then conquer 'd to depend on Greece? 
Oreſt. Hermion- will ſway your Soul to Peace, 
And mediate cwixt her Father and yourſelf : 
Her Beauty will enforce my Embaſſy. 
Pyr. Hermione may have her Charms; and I 
May love her ſtill, tho“ nut her Father's Slave. 
I may in time give Provis, that I 'm a Lover; 
But never muſt forget, that I'm a King. : 
Mean while, Sir, you may ſee fair Helen's Daughter: 
I knowJhow near in Blood you ſtand ally'd. 
That done, you have my Anſwer, N The 
Greeks 
No doubt expect your quick Return. 
£ CEN E III. 
Pv RRNRUSs and PHOENIX. 
Phizn, Sir, do you ſend your Rival to the Princeſs? 
Pyr. I 'mtold, that he has lov'd her long. 
nen. If fo, 
Have you not Cauſe to fear the ſmother'd Flame 
May Lindle at her Sight, and blaze a-new ? | 
And ſhe be wrought to liſten to his Paſſion ? a 
Pyr. Ay, let them, Phocnix, let them love their Fill: 
Let them go hence; let them depart together; ** 
Together let them fail for Sparta: All my Ports 
Are open to them both. From what Couſtraint, 
Phen., But, Sir— | ; 
Pyr. I ſhall another time, good Phoenix, 1 
* abofor to thee all my Thoughts :—For, ſee, 
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SCENE IV. 
Perxxavs, ANDROMACHE, and CEPHISA, 
Pyr, May I, Madam, 
Flatter my Ho; es ſo far, as to believe 
You came to ſeek me here? 
And. This Way, Sir, leads 
To thoſe Apartments, w here you guard my Son. 
Since you permit me, onc- a Day, to viſit 
All I have left of Hector, and of Troy; 
I go to wee a few ſad Moments with him. 
I have not yet, to-day, embrac'd my Child; 
I have not held him in my widow'd Arms, 
Pyr. Ah, Madun! ſhould the Threats of Greece 
revail, 
Von W Occaſion for your Tears, indeed! 
Aud. Alas! what Threats? What can alarm the 
Greeks ? 
There are no Trojans left! 
Pyr. Their Hate to Hector 
Can never die: The Terror of his Name 
Still ſhakes their Souls, and makes them dread his Son, 
And. A mighty Honour for victorious Greece 
To fear an Intant, a poor friendleſs Child ! 
Who ſmiles in Bondage; nor yet knows himſelf 
The Son of Hector, and the Slave of Pyrrhus. 
Pyr. Weak as he is, the Greeks demand his Life j 
And ſend no leſs than Agamemnon's Son, 
To tetch him hence. 
And. And, Sir, do you comply 
With ſuch demands !— This Blow is aim'd at me: 
How ſhould the Child avenge his flaughter'd Sire? 
But, cruel Men! they will not have him hve 
To chear my heavy e and eaſe my Bonds. 
I promis'd to myſelf in him a Son, 
In him a Friend, a Huſband, and a Father. 
But I muſt ſuffer Sorrow heap'd on Sorrow; 
And till the fatal Stroke muſt come from you. 
Pyr. Dry up thoſe Tears: I muſt not ſee you weep ; 
And know, I have rejected their Demands. 
The Greeks already threaten me with War: 
But, ſhould they arm, as once they did for Helen, 
And hide the Adriatick with their Fleets ; 
Should they prepare a ſecond ten Years Siege, 
And ly my Towers and Palaces in Duſt; 
I am determin'd to defend your Son; 4 
Fan 
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And rather die my ſelf than give him up. 
But, Madam, in the midſt ot all theſe Dangers, 
Will you retuſe me a propitious Smile? 
Huted of Greece, and preſt on ev'ry Side, 
Let me not, Madam, while I fight your Cauſe, 
Let me not combat with your Cruelties; 
And count Andromache amIngit my Foes. 
And. Conſider, Sir, how this will found in Greece! 
How can fo great a Soul betray fuch Weaknels ! 
Let not Men fay, ſo gen'rous a Deſign 
Was but the Tranſport of a Heart in Love. 
Pyr. Your Charms will juſtify me to the World, 
nd, How can Andromache, a Ca; tive Queen, 
QO'erw helm'd with Grick, a Burden to kerfelf, 
Harbour a Thought of Love? Alas! wrat Charms 
Have theſe unhippy Eyes, by you concemn'd 
To weep for ever ſ—L alk of it no more.— 
To rev'ence the IMistortune of a ue; 
to ſuccour the Diſtreſt; to give the Son 
Vo an affticted Mother; to repel 
ontedrate Nations, leagu'd againſt his Life; 
Uubrib'a by Love, unterinty'd by Threats, 
io pity, to protect him: | hele are Cares, 
Uhefſe are Exploits worthy Achilles' Son. 
Pyr. Will your Reſemtments, then, endure for ever! 
Mutt Pyrchus never le loigiven f—" 1s true, 
My Sword has often reex'd in Phrygian Blood, 
And carry d Havock through your Royal Kindred. - 
But you, fair Frinceſs, amply have aveng'd 
Old Priam's vanquifſh'd Houſe : And all the Woes, 
brought on them, tall thort of what I ſuffer. 
Wie both have fuffer'd in our Turns: And now 
Our common Foes ſhould reach us to unite, 
And. Where dues the Captive not behold a Foc ? 
Pyr. Forget the Term of Hatred; and behold 
A Friend in Pyrrhus! Give me but to hope, 
free your Son; 11] be a Father to him: 
Myſelt will teach him to avenge the Trojans. 
il go in Perſon to chaſtiſe che Greeks, | 
Both for your Wrongs and mine. Infſpir'd by you, 
W hat wou'd I not atchieve * Again ſhall Fro 
Rite trom its Aſhes: This right Arm ſhall tx 
Her Seat of Empire; and your Son ſhall reign. 
And. Such Dreams of Greatne's ſuit not my Condicion: 
His Hopes of Empire pc: iſh'd with bis Father. 
'R No 
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No; thou imperial City, ancient Troy, 

Thou Pride of Aſia, founded by the Gods; 

Never, oh never! muſt we hope to ſee | 

Thoſe Bulwarks riſe, which Hector could not guard. 

Sir, all I with for, is ſome quiet Exile; 

WW here far from Greece remov'd, and tar from you, 

1 may conceal my Son, and mourn my Huſband. 

Your Love creates my Envy. Oh, return! 

Return to your betroth'd Hermione. | 
Pyr. Why do you mock me thus? you. know, I 

cannot. | 

You know my Heart is yours: My Soul hangs on you: 

You take up ev'ry Wiſh: My waking Thoughts, 

And: nightly Dreams are all employ'd en you. 

is true, Hermione was ſent to ſhare 

My Throne and Bed; and would with Tranſport hear 

The Vows, which you neglect. | 
And. She has no Troy, 

No Hector to lament : She has not loſt | 

A Huſband by your Conquefts. Such a Huſband! 

( Tormenting T hought !) whoſe Death alone has made 

Your Sire immortal : Pyrrhus and Achilles 


Are both grown great b my Calamities. 


Pyr. Madam, tis well! Tis very well! I find, 
Your will muſt be obey'd ; Imperious Captive, 
It ſhall. Henceforth I blot you from my Mind: 
You teach me to forget your Charms; to hate you. 
For know, inhuman Beauty, I have lov'd 
Loo well to treat you with Indifference. 


Think well upon it: My diforder'd Soul 


Wavers between th' Extremes of Love and Rage. 


I've been too tame; I will awake to Vengeance! 


The Son thall anſwer for the Mother's Scorn. 
The Greeks demand him: Nor will 1 endanger 
My Realms, to pleaſure an ungrateful Woman. 
And. Then he muſt die! alas, my Son muſt die! 
He has ne Friend, no Succour left, beſide 
His Mother's Tears, and his own Innocence. 
Hr. Go, Madam; vifit this unhappy Son. 
The Sight of him may bend your ſtubborn Hart; 
And turn to Seftneſs your unjuſt Diſdain, oy 


1 ſhall once more expect your Anſwer. Go; 


And think, while you embrace the Captive Boy, 2 
Ahink, that his Lite depends on your Reſolbes. 
” + © SCENE 
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Is wrapt in his; I ſhall not lon 
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Aud. IU go; and in the Anguith of my Heart, 
Weep o'er my Child—lt he muſt die, my Lite 


g ſurvive. 


'Tis for his Sake, that I have ſuffer'd Life; 

Groan'd in Captivity ; and out-liv'd Hector. 

Yes, my Aﬀyanax ; we'll go together! 

Together to the Realms of Night we'll go! 

There to thy raviſh'd Eyes thy Sue Vil thow, 5 
And point him eut among the ſhades below. | 
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ACT: H. dN I. 
HERMIONE and C LEONE. 
Hen MIO VN k. 
W ELL, III be rul'd, Cleone: I will ſee him; | 
I have told Pylades, that he may bring him, 
But truſt me, were I left to my own Thoughts, | 
I ſhould forbid him yet. 
Cleo, And why forbid him? 
Is he not, Madam, ftill the ſame Oreſtes? 
Oreſtes, whoſe Return you oft have wiſh'd ? 
The Man whoſe Sufferings you ſo oft lamented, 
And often prais'd his Conftancy and Love? 
Her. That Love, that Conftancy, ſo ill requited, 
Upbraids me to myſelf! I bluſh, to think 
How I have us'd him; and would ſhun his Preſence, 
Wr.at will be my Confuſion when he ſees me 
Negiected, and forſaken, like himſelt ! 


Will he not ſay, Is this the ſcornful Maid, 


] he proud Hermione, that tyranniz'd 15 
In Sparta's Court? And triumph'd in ber Charms? \ 
Her Inſolence at laſt is well repaid. | 
cannot bear the Thought, | 

Cleo. You wrong yourſelf 1 and 
With. unbecoming Less He knows too well 
Your Beauty and your Worth. Your Lover comes not 
To offer Inſults; but repeat his Vows, - 15858 
And breathe his ardent Paſſion at your Feet. 
But, Madam, what's your Royal Father's Will? 
What Orders do your. Letters bring from Sparta? 


Her. His Orders are, if Pyrihus ſtill delay 


The Nuptials, and refuſe to ſucritice 
| Ba: This, 
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Pris Trojn Boy, I fhould with ſpeed embark, 


Aud wir their Jeb Ty return to Greece. 
ec. What won id you more? Oreſtes comes in time 

To fave rour Bonour, Fyrrhus eools apace: 
Prev nt is Lale [Þ 00d; 4 and torſake him urſt. 
{ know vod hate him: Lou have told me ſo. 

Fer, Ec. Lin! 15 jajur 'd Honour bids ms hate him. 
Th wprateftl Man! towhom I tondly gave 
11 V1revin ti-art; the Man I jov'd fo dearly; 


Tie Man 1 ted on! Oh, my Cleone! 
Rv is it poſſible 1 monld not hate bim? 


22 Thea prve win over, Tadam. Quit his Court; 
ad . reftes— 

t No! | mutt have time 
To: WO 6% ap ail my Rage! To meditate 
A. Farting, full of Horror! My Revenge 
Will be but too much 9 jnicken'd by the Traitor. 

Glee. Do you then wait new infults ? New Affronts? 
To draw you from your Father! Then to leave vou 
In lus own Court to leave you, —for a Captive 
If Pyrrhus can provoke you, he has dune it. 

Her. Why d- t thou e my Diſtreſs? I fear 
To ſearch ot my own Thoughts, and ſound my Heart. 
Be blind to what thon ſceſt; Believe me cur'd 2. r. 
Flatter my Weakneſs; tell me L have conguer'd-: 
Think, that my injur'd Soul is ſet againſt him; 

And do thy beſt to make me think ſo too. | 
Cleo. Why would you loiter here, then? 
Her. Let us fly! | 

Let us be gone! 1 lexve him to his Captive: + 1 

Let him go kneel and [applicate his Slave, | 

Let us be gone !— But, wrat if he repent ?. 

What, if the perjur'd Prince again ſubmit, 5 

And ſue for Pardon? What, it he renew 5 

lis former Vows But, oh the faithleſs Man ! 

Ne flights me! drives to Extremities — However, 

I'll ſtay, Cleone, to perplex their Loves ; 

T'll ſtay, till, by an open Breach of Contract, 

1 make him hateful to the Greeks. Already 5 

Their Vengeance have I drawn upon the Son: 

Their ſecond Embafſy. ſhall claim the Mother: 

I will redouble all my Griefs upon her!! 

Cleo. Ah, e whither does your Rage cranſpore 

on? 

Andteache, das, i is innocent! 


9 


The DISTREST MOTHER. 19 


A Woman plung'd in Sorrow ; dead to Love: 
And, when the thinks of Pyrrhus, tis with Horrow 
Her. Would I had done ſo too !—He had not then 
Betray'd my eaſy Faith.—bur l, alas! 
D.fcover'd all the Fondneſs of my Soul; 
| made no Secret ot my Paſhon to him: 
Nor thought it dangerous to be fincere, 
My Eyes, my Tongue, my Actions ſpoke my Heart, 
(leo. Well might you ſpeak, without Reſerve, to one 
Engag'd to you by 33 Oaths and Treatics, 
Her. His Ardour too was an Excuſe to nine: 
With other Eyes he faw me then !—Cleone, 
Thou may'ſt remember, ev'ry thing conſpir'd 
To favour him: My Father's Wrongs aveng'd; 
The Greeks citing nt; Fleets of Trojan Spoils; 
His mighty Sire's, his own immortal Fame; 
His eager Ke. All, all confpir'd againſt me 
—hBut I have done :—L'l] think no more of Pyrrbus, 
Oreſtes wants not Merit: And he loves me. 
My Gratitude, my Honour, both plead for bim: 
And it I've Power o'er my own He: rt, tis his. 
Cleo. Madam, he comes 
Her, Alis! 1 did not think 
He was fo: near !—I wiſh I might not fee Lim! 
SCENE II. 
Hramions, Creony, and OKkESTFE. 
Her. How am I to interpret, Sir, this Viki ? 
Is it a Compliment of Form, or Love ? 


Oreft. Madam, you know my Weakneſs. *' Tis my Fate 


To love unpity'd: To deſire to ſee you; 

And Rill to ſwear each time ſhall be che laſt. 
My Paſſion breaks through my repeated Oats; 
And ev'ry time I viſit you, I'm perjur'd. 

Ev'n now, I find my Wounds all bleed atrefh : 
I bluſh to own it; but I know no Cure. 

I call the Gods to witneſs, I have try'd 
Whatever Man could do, (bat try'd in vain) 


To wear you from my Mind. Through formy Seas, 


And ſavage Climes, in a whole Year of Abſence, 
I courted Dangers, and I long'd tor Death. 

Her. Why will you, Frince, indulge this mourg: 

ful Tale? 

It ill becomes th' Ambaſſador of Greece 
To talk of Dying, and of Love. Remember 
de W e Shall their Revenge 
VE ; 
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Be alppointed by your ill-tim'd Paſſion? 
DiCharge your Enbafſy : Tis not Orcſtes 
The Greeks deſire ſhould die. 
Or:ft. My Enibafty 

3 at an End: For Pyrrhus has refus'd 
To £172 up Hector's Son. Some hidden Power 
xro:ects the Boy. 

Hier, Faithlets, ungrateful Man! LAſide. 

Oc. I now prepare for Greece. But, ere 1 go, 
Wou'd hear my tinal Doom pronounc'd by you. 
What do I ſry ?—i do already hear it! 

My doom is fix'd : I read it in your Eyes! 

For, Will you then fill Getpair ? Be ſtill ſuſpicious? 
What have } done? Wherein have I been cruel ? 
Tis true, you find me in the Court of Pyrrhus : 
But, *twas my Royal Father ſent me hither. 
And who can tell, but I have thar'd your Giiefs ? 
Have I ne'er wept in ſecret? Never with'd 
To {re Qreites ? | 

ret. Wiſh'd to ſee Oreſtes !ſ— 
Oh Joy, Oh, Ecftaſy ! My Soul's intranc'd! 
Oh charming Princeſs ! Oh tranſcendent Maid! 
My utmoſt Wiſh !—Thus, thus let me expreſs 
My boundleſs Thanks II never was unhappy— 
Am I] Oreftes ?— 

Her. You are Oreſtes: 

The ſame unalter'd, gen'rous, faithful Loyer : 
The Prince, whom I cfteem; whom I lament ; 
And, whom I fain would teach my Heart to love! 

Orc}. Ay, there 1 is !—- have but your Eftecin, 
While Pyrrhus has your Heart! 

Her. Beleve me, Prince, | 
Were you as Fyrthas, 1 ſhould hate you! 

Oreſt. NO! — 5 
1 ſhould be bleſt! I ſhould be lov'd as he is! \ 
Yet all this while 1 die by your Diſdain; 3 4 
While ke urglecis your Charms, and courts another. 

Fier. And who has told you, Prince, that I'm 

neglected? | n 
Is Fyrrhus {4d (Ob, I ſhall go diſtracted!) } 
das Pyrrhus told you ſo?— Oris; you, , 
Who think thus meanly of me: — ir, perhaps, 
All do not judge like vou are wy 

Or:ft. Madam, go on! no tg ©. 
Lafult, me ill 3 I'm us'd to hear yo. Scorn. 
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Her. Why am I told how Fyrrhus loves or hates * 
— Go, Prince; and arm the Greeks again the Rebel; 
Let them lay waſte his Country; raze his Vowns ; 
Deftroy his Flects; his Palaces ;—Himſelt !-— 
Go, Prince; and tell me then how much 1 love kim, 
(u. To haſten his Deſtruction; come yourtel! ; 
And work your Royal Father to his Ruin, 
Her. Man while he weeds Andromache! 
Orefi. Ah, Princeſs! 
What is't I hear? 
Her. W hat intamy tor Greece, 
It he ſhould wed a Phrygian, and a Captive 
Oreſt, is this your Haired, Madam: — Uis in vain 
To hide your FP.flion ; evry thing betrays it: 
Your Looks, your Speech, your Anger, nay, your 
Silence; 
Your Love appears in all; your ſecret Flame 
* Breaks out the more, the more you would convea! it. 
lier. Your Jealouſy petverts my Meaning ft, 
And wreſts esch Circumſtance to your Diſqanct; 
My very Hate is conffrued into Fundnefs, 
Orefl. Impute my Fears, it groundleis, to my Love, 
i. Her. Then leur me, Fr.nce. Obtdience to a Father 
Fick brought me hither; and he ſame Obedience 
Detains nie here, till Fyrrbus drive me hence; 
Or my offended tather fhall recall me. 
| Tell this proud King, that Menelaus fcorps 
| 1o match bis Daughier with a Foe of Greece : 
Bid him reſign Aſtyanax. or me. 
It he perbtt to guard the hoſtile Boy, 
Hermione embarks with you tor Sparta. 
N II. 
Ox ERS TES dlcue. 
Then is Orefes bleſt! My Grit ts are ſœd! 
Fed like a Dream —Methinks 1 tread in Ait 
Fyrrhus, enamour d of his Captive Q een, 
Will thank me, if 1 take her Rival nence : 


5 He looks not on the Princeſs with my Eyes! | 
$ Surprizing Hzppineſs !--unloox'd tor Joy! 6 

3 Never let Love deſpair !—The Prize is mine! 
1 Be ſmooth, ye Seas; and, ye propitious Winds, 


Breuthe from Epirus to the'Spartan Coaſts! | 
T long to, view themils unturi/d—But, fee ! 7 ; 
Fyrthus approaches in a happy Hour. +44] 
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IV. 
Ox EerkEs, PrRRRHUSs, aud PHOENIX, 
Pyr. 1 wis in Pain to find you, Prince. My warm 
Uuyovern'd Temper would not let me weigh 
1h' Importance of your Embaſſy ; and hear 
You irgue for my Good——I was to blame, 
I fince have pois'd your Keaſons; and I thank 
My good Allies: Their Care deſerves my Thanks, 
You have convinc'd ine, that the Weal of Greece, 
My Father's Honour, and my own Repoſe, 
Demand, that Hector's Race ſhould be deſtroy'd. 
I ſhall deliver up Aſtyanax; 
And you, yourtelt, ſhall bear the Victim hence, 
Ort. it you approve it, Sir, and are content 
To ſpill the Blood of a defenceleſs Child; 
Th' offended Greexs, no doubt, will be appeas'd. 
Pyr. Cloſer to ſtrain the Knot of dur Alliance, 
J hive determin'd to eſpouſe Hermione. 
You come in time to grace our Nuptial Rites : 
In you the Kings of Greece will all be preſent ; 
Ani you have Kight to perſonate her Father, 
As his Ambaſſador, and Brother's Son. 
Go, Frince, renew your Viſit; tell Hermione, 
To-morrow I receive her from your hands. 
Oreft. | Aſide.) O change of Fortune | Oh undone 
reſtes! 
. 
PVR RKAHUuSs and PHORNIX. 
Fyr. Well, Fhœnix! Am I ſtill a Slave to Love? 
W bat think'k thou now ? Am I myſelf again? 
Luan. Iis as it ſhould be; this diſcovers Pyrrhus ; 
Shews all the Hero: Now you are yourſelf ! 
The Son! the Rival of the great Achilles! 
Greece will applaui you; and the World confeſs, 
Pyrrhus has cunquer'd Troy a ſecond Lime! 
Pyr. Nay, Pha nix, now I hut begin to triumph 
I never was a Conqueror 'till now ! 
Believe me, a whole Hoſt, a War of Foes 
May ſooner be ſubdued than Love. O, Fhœnix 
What Ruin have 1 (kun'd! The Greeks, eprag'd, 
Hung o'er me, like a gath'ring Storm, and ſoon 
Had burſt in Thunder on my head; while 1 
Abandon'd Duty, Empire, Honour, all, 
To plraſe a thankleſs Woman! — One kind Look 
Had quite undone me! 
v4 ' Phen, 


Pluen. O, my Royal Maſter! 
The Gods, in Parour to you. made her cruel. 

Fyr. Thou ſaw'ſt with how. much Scern the treat- 

ed me! 

When I permitted ber to ſee her Sen. 
J hop'd it might have work'd her 10 my \Vithes, 
1 Cell to ſee the mort 1 Interview, 
And found her by nd im tears, and loſt in Paſſion, 
Wild wih Diftreſs, a theuſand Times ſbe call'd 
On Liector's Name: And when i ſpoke in Comfort, 
And promis'd my Protection to ber $1, 
She kiſs'd the Boy, and call'd again on Hector: | 
Then firain'd him in her Arms; and cry'd, *Tis he! 
'Tis he hinſelf! his Eyes, his ev'ry Feature! 


His very Frown, and his ftern Look already! 


Tis he! Tis my lov'd Lord, whom J embrace 
Does ſhe then think, that I preſerve the Boy, 
To ſooth and keep alive her Fleme for Hefen? 
Phu. No doubt the dots; and thinks you tayour'd 
p in it; 8 
But let her go, for an ungrateful Woman ! 
Fyr. I know toe Thoughts of her proud, ſtubborn 
5 Heart: a 
Vain of her Charms, and inſolent in Beauty, 
She mocks my Rage; and gen it threatens loudeſt, 
Expects twill ſoon be humbled into Love. 
But we ſhall change our Parts: and the ſhall find, 
1 can be. deaf, life her; and ſteel my Heart 
She's Hector's Widow ; I Achilles' Son. 
Pyrrhus is born to hate Andromache. 
Phan. My Roy I Matter, talk ot her no more: 
I do not like this Anger. Your Hermione: 
Should now engroſs your T houghts. Tis time to 
ſee her. | | 
'Tis time you thould prepare the Nuptial Rites; 


And not rely upon a Rival's Care: 


I; may be dangerous. 
7 Pyr. But tell me, Phanix; 
Doſt thou not think, the proud Andromache 


Will be:enrag'd, when 1 ſhili wed the Princeſs?" 


Phen. Why does, Andromache ſtill baunt your 


Thoughts? | 5 | 
What is't to you, be ſhe enrag'd or pleas'd? 444 
Let ker Name periſh: Think of her no more! ++ 


Pyr, No: Fhania—1 have been too gentle with 


ET. ; I've 
"Ys. 
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I've check'd my Wrath, and ſtifled my Reſentments: 

She knows not yet to what degree |1 hate her. 

Let us return: — I'll brave her to her Face: 

III give my Anger its tree Courſe againſt her. 

Thou thalt fee, Phoenix, how I'il break her Pride! 

lien. Oh, go not, Sir | —There's Ruin in her 

Eyes! 1 

Vou do not "ine your Strength: Von fall before her, 

Adore her Beauty, and revive her Scorn. 

Pyr. That were indeed a moſt unmanly Weakneſs ! 
Thou doſt not know me, Phoenix ! 

Plan. Ah, my Prince! 

You till are ſtruggling in the Toils of Love. 

Pyr. Canſt thou then think, I love this Woman ſtill? 
One who repays my Paſſion with Diſdain! 

A Stranger, Captive, friendleſs and forlorn 

She and her darling Son within my Power; 

His Life a Forfeit to the Greeks : Yet 1 

Freſerve her Son; wonld take her to my Throne; 

Would fight her Battles, and avenge her Wrongs ; 

And all this while ſhe treats mr as her. Foe |! 

Phen. You have it in your Power to be reveng'd. 

Pyr. Ves ;—and I'll ſhew my Power! I'll give her 

Caufe „ 

To hate me! her Aſtyanax ſhall die — 

What Tears will then be ſhed! How will ſhe then 

Ia Buterneſs of Heart reproach my Name ! 

Then, to compleat her Woes, will I efpoute 
ermione—'P will ſtab her to the Heart. | 
Phen. Alas! you threiten like a Lover ſtill! 

Pyr. Phoenix, excuſe this Struggle of my Soul: 
'Tis the laſt Effort of expiring Love. 

Phzn. Then haſten, Sir, to ſee the Spartan Princeſs : 
And turn the Bent of your Deſires on her. 

Pyr. Oh! 'tis a heavy Taſk to conquer Love, 
And wean the Soul from her accuſtom'd Fondnefs. 
But, come: A long Farewell to Hector's Widow. 
"Tis with a ſecret Pleaſure 1 look back, | 
And ſee the many dangers I have pa's'd: 

The Merchant thus, in dreadful Tempeſts toſt, 

Thrown by the Waves on ſome unlook'd-tor Coaſt; 

Ott turns; and ſees, with a delighted Eye, 

Midſt Rocks and Shelves the broken Billows fly 3- | 

And, while th'-otltrageons Winds the De<p deform, 

Smiles on the Tumult, and enjoys the Storm. 
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ACT Ht: S$SUTENS1 
PYLADES and ORESTES 


„ PYLADES, 
F OR Heav'n's ſa'xe, Sir, compoſe your ruffled 
Miad, 
And moderate your Rage 
Oreft. No, Pylades 
This is no time for Counſe!l.—l am deaf. 
Talk not of Reaſon! I have been too patient. 
Life is not worth my Care. My Soul grows deſperate. 
I'll bear her off; ar periſh in th' Attempt. 
11 arge her from his Arms :— By Heav'n, I will ! 
Fyl. Well; tis agreed, my Friend We'll force 
her hence, 
But ſtill conſider we are in Epitus: 
The Court, the Guards, Hermione herſelf, 
The very Air we breathe, belongs to Pyrrhus. 
Good Gods! what tempted you to ſeek her here ? 
Oreſt. Loſt to myſelt, I knew not what I did! 
My. purpoſes were wild. Perhaps I came 
To. menace; Fyrrhus; and.upbraid the Woman. 
Pyl. This Violence of Temper may prove fatal. 
Oreft. It muſt be more than man to bear theſe ſhocks, 
Theſe. Qutrapges of Fate, with Temper! 
He tells me chat he weds Hermione ; 
And will to-morrow take her from my Hand !— 
My Hand ſhall. ſooner tear the Tyram's Heart— 
Pyl. Y aur Paſſion blinds you, Sir; He's not to blame. 


Could you but look into the Soul of Fyrrhus, 


Perhaps you'd find it tortur'd, like N own. 
Oreſt. No, Pylades! Tis all Deſign.—His Pride, 


Io triumph over me, has chang'd his Love. 


The fair Hermione, before I came, 

In all her Bloom of Beauty, was neglected. 
Ah cruel Gods! I thought ther all my own! | 
She was conſenting to return to Sparta 
Her Heart, divided betwixt Rage and Love, 


Was on the Wing to take its Leave of Fyrrhus. 


She heard my Sighs; She pitied my Complaints 
She prais'd my Conſtancy ;— The leaſt Indifference 

From this proud King, had made Oreſtes happy! 
5. So your fond Heart believes 1 © 
5 - Orgh. 
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Oreſtl. Did J not fee 
Her Hite, her Rage, her Indignation riſe 
Agiink thi ungrateful Man? 
{y!. Believe me, Prince, 
*['was then ſhe lov'd him moſt ! Had Pyrrhus left her, 
She would have form'd ſome new Pretext to ſtay. 
Take my Advice Think not to torce ker hence; 
But fiy yourſelf from her deftructive Cluums, 
Her Soul is link'd to Fyrrhus : Were ſhe yours, 
She would reproach you ſtill, and it regret 
Her d {appointed Nuptials, 
Grejt. Talk no more! 
J cannot bear the Thought! She miſt be wine ! 
Did Pyrrbus carry Thunder in bis Hand, 
1d ſtand the Bolt, and challenge all his Fury, 
Fre I refgn'd Hermione.—By Force 
]'!] ſnatch her hence, and bear her to my Ships 
Have we forgot her Mother Helen's Rape? 
Fyr. Will then Oreftes turn a Ravither ? 
And blot his Embaſſy? 
Oreft. O, Pylades! 
Ny Grief weighs heavy on me — TVI diſtract me! 
O Jeave me to myſclt Let not thy Fritnaſhip 
Involve thee in my woes. Too long aireidy, 
Joo long halt thuu been puniſh'd tor my Crimes. 
It is enough, my Friend It is enough! 
Let not thy gen rous Love betray thec tarther. 
The Gods have ſet me as their Mark, to empty 
Their Quivers on me.—Leave me to myſelf. 
ine be the Danger; mine the Enterprize. 
AL I requeſt of thee is, to return, 
And in ny Place convey Aſtyanax, 
As Pyrrhus his conſented) into Greece. 
Co, Pylades 
Py!. Lead on, my Friend, lead on! 
Let us bear off Hermione ! No Toil, 
No Danger can deter a Friend ;—Lead on! 
Draw up the Greeks : Summon your num'rous Train, 
The Ships are ready, and the Wind fits fair: 
There Kaſtward lies the Sea; the rolling Waves 
Break on thoſe Palace- ſtairs. I know each Pats, 
Tach Avenue and Outlet of the Court. 
This very Night we'll carry her on Board, 
Ort. Thou art too good! I treſpaſs on thy 
Friendſhip ; 


But, 
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But, oh excuſe a Wretch, whom no Man pities, 
Except thyſelf; one juſt about to loſe 

The Treaſure of his Soul: Whom all Mankind 
Conſpire to hate, and one who hates himſelf, 
When will my Friendſhip be of uſe to thee ? 

Pyl. The Queſtion is unkind,—But now remember 
To keep your Counſels cloſe, and hide your Thoughts; 
Let not Hermione ſuſpect—No more— 

J ſee her coming, Sir— 

Oreſt. Away, my Friend; 

J am advis'd; my all depends upon it. 
SCENE II. 
OzrsTEs, HERMIONER, and Crrowey, 

Oreft. Madam, your Orders are obey'd ; I have ſen 
Pyrrhus, my Rival; and have gain'd him for you. 
The King reſolves to wed you. 

Her. So I'm told; 

And tarther, I'm inform'd, that you, Oreſtes, 
Are to diſpoſe me for th' intended Marriage. 

Oreſt. And are you, Madam, willing to comply? 

Her. Could I imagine Pyrrhus lov'd me ſtill * 
After fo long Delays, who would have thought 
His hidden Flames would ſhew thenielves at laſt, 
And kindle in his Breaſt, when mine expir'd ? 

I can ſuppoſe, with you, he fears the Greeks ; 
That it is Intereſt, and not Love, directs him; 
And that my Eyes had greater Power o'er you. 

Ore/t. No, Princeſs, no! It is too plain he loves you. 
Your Eyes do what they will; and cannot fail 
To gain a Conqueſt, where you wiſh they ſhould. 

Her. What can I do, alis my Faith is promis'd : 
Can I refuſe what is not mine to give? 

A Princeſs is net at her Choice to love; 

All we have left us is a blind Obedience: 

And yet, you ſee, how far I had complied, 
And made my Duty yield to your Intreaties. 
Dreſt. Ah, cruel Maid! you knew but J have done. 
All have a Right to pleaſe themſelves in Love: 
I blame you not: Tis true, I hap'd; — But you 
Are Miſtreſs of your Heart: And I'm content, 
Tis Fortune in mine Enemy; not you. 

But, Madam, I ſhall ſpare you farther Pain 

On this uneaſy Theme; and take my leave. 
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SCENE III. 
HE RMION E and CLE ONE. 
Her. Cleone, could'ſt thou think he'd be ſo calm! 
Cleo. Madam, his filent Grief fits heavy on him; 
He is to be pitied: His too eager Love 
Has made him buſy to his own Deftruction. 
His Threats have wrought this Change of Mind in 
Pyrrhus. | 
Her. Doſt thou think Pyrrhus capable of Fear? 
Whom ſhould th' intrepid Pyrrhus fear ? The Greeks ? 
Did he not lead their harraſs'd Troops to Conqueſt, 
When they deſpair'd ; when they retir'd from Troy, 
And ſought for Shelter in their burning Fleets? 
Did he not then ſupply his Father's Place ? 
No! my Cleone, he is above Conftraint : 
He acts unforc'd; and where he weds, he loves. 
Ces. Oh, that Oreſtes had remain'd in Greece! 
1 tear To-morrow will prove fatal to him. 
Her. Wilt thou diſcourſe of nothing but Oreftes * 
Pyrrhus is mine again Ils mine tor ever ! 
Oh my Cleone! 1 am wild with Joy! 
Pyrrhus, che bold ! the brave ! the Godlike Pyrrhus ! 
—Qh, I could tell thee numberleſs Exploits, 
And tire thee with his Battles — Oh, Cleone— 
Cleo. Madam, conceal your Joy; I ſee Andromache : 
She weeps, and comes to ſpeak her Sorrows to you. 
Her. I Would indulge the Gladneſs of my Heart! 
Let us retire: Her Grief is out of Seaſon. 
| SCENE IV. 
Ax PDbROM ACER, Hermione, CIEONE, & CETAHISA. 
And, Ah, Madam! whither, whither do you fly ? 
Where can your Eyes behold a Sight more pleaſing 
Than Hector's Widow ſuppliant and in Tears? 
I come not an alarm'd, a jealous Foe, 
To envy you the Heart your Charms have won : 
The only Man I ſought to pleaſe, is gone; 
Eillid in my Sight, by an inhuman Hand. 
Hector firſt taught me Love; which my fond Heart 
Shall ever cheriſh ; till we meet in Death, 
But, Oh, I have a Son !—And you, one Day, 
Will be no ſtranger to a Mother's Fondneſs : . 
But Heav'n forbid, that you ſhould ever know 
A Mother's Sorrow for an only Son; 
Her Joy, her Bliſs, her laſt ſurviving Comfort! 


When ev'ry Hour ſhe trembles for his Life! 
Your 
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Your power o'er Pyrrhus may relieve my Fears. 
Alas, what Danger is there in a Child, 

Sav'd from the Wreck of a whole ruin'd Empire? 
Let me go hide him in ſome Deſert Iſle: 

You may rely upon my tender Care, 

To keep him from the Perils of Ambition: 

All, he can learn of me, will be to weep '! 

Her. Madam, tis eaſy to conceive your Grief: 
But it would ill become me, to ſolicic 
In Contradiction to my Father's Will : 

'Tis he who urges to deſtroy your Son. 

Madam, it Pyrrhus muſt be wrought to Pitz, 

No Woman does it better than yourſelf ; 

It you gain him, I ſhall comply ot cone. 

. 
ANDROMACHE, and CEYHISA. 
Andr. Didſt thou not mind, with what Diſdain ſhe 

ſpoke ? 

Youth and proſperity have made her vain ! 

She has not ſeen the fickle Turns of Life. 

Ceoph. Madam, were I as you, I'd take her Counſel ; 
I'd ſpeak my own Diſtreſs; one Look trom you 
Will vanquiſh Pyrrhus, and confound the Greeks— 
See, where he comes—Lay hold on this Occaſion. 

VI. 
Pr̃u Rus, ANDROMACHE, PROREN HX, aud 


CEPEISA. 
Pyr. Where is the Princeſs ?!——Did you not in- 
form me 
Hermione was here ? [To Phœnix. 


Ven. I thought ſo, Sir, 
Andr. Thou ſeeſt, what mighty power my Eyes 
have on him! [To Cephiſa. 
Pyr, What ſays ſhe, Phoenix ? 
Andr. I have no hope left! 
Phen, Let us be gone :—Hermione expects you. 
Ceph. For Heav'n's ſake, Madam, break this ſul- 
len Silence. 
Andr. My Child's already promis'd !— 
Ceph. But not given. | 
Andr. No! no!——my Tears are vain! His Doom 
is fixt! 
Pyr. See, it ſhe deigns to caſt one Look upon us! 
Proud Woman! 
Andr, I provoke him by my preſence, 
2 


Let us retire. Hr. 


| 
: 
| 
p 


— 
r 


39 The DISTREST MOTHER. 
Pyr. Come, let us ſatisfy 
The Greeks; and give them up this Phrygian Boy. 
Andr. Ah, Sir, recall thoſe Words— What have 
ou ſaid ! 
It you give up my Son, Oh give up me !-— 
You, who ſo many times have ſworn me Friendſhip ! 
Oh Heav'ns !—will you not look with pity on me? 
Is there no Hope ? Is there no room for pardon ? 
Pyr, Phoenix will anſwer you: My Word is paſt. 
Andr. You, who would brave ſo many dangers 
for me! | 
Pyr. I was your Lover then :—I now am free. 
To favour you, I might have ſpar'd his Life: 
gut you would ne'er vouchſafe to aſk it of me. 
Now tis too late. 
Andr. Ah,.Sir, you underſtood 
My Tears, my Withes, which I durſt not utter, 
Atraid of a Repulſe. Oh, Sir, excuſe 
The pride of Royal Blood, that checks my Soul, 
And knows not how to be importunate. 
You know, alas! I was not born to knee], 
To fue tor pity, and to own a Maſter. 
Pyr. No! in your Heart you curſe me! you diſdain 


My gen'rous Flame, and ſcorn to be oblig d |! 


This very Son, this Darling of your Soul, 
Would be leſs dear, did I preſerve him for you. 
Your Anger, your Averſion, fall on me; 


You hate me more than the whole League of Greece: 


But, I ſhall leave you to. your great Reſentments. 
Let us go, Phoenix, and LAY. the Greeks, 
Andr. Then let me die! and let me go to Hector: 
Ceph. But, Mudam— 
Andr. What can I do more ? the Tyrant 
Sees my diftraction, and inſults my tears. [To Cephila, 
—PBcthold how low you have reduc'd a Queen! 
"Theſe Eyes have ſeen my Country lain in Aſhes; 
My Kindred fall in War; my Father ſlain ; 
My Hutband dragg'd in his own Blood; my Son 
Co:d-mn'd to Bondage, and myſelf a Slave; 
Yet, in the midft of theſe unheard-of Woes, 
"I was ſome Relief to find myſelf your Captive; 
And that my Son, deriv'd from ancient Kings, 
Since he muſt ſerve, had Pyrrhus tor his Matter. 
When Priam kneel'd, e'en great Achilles wept : 
1 hop'd I ſhould not find his Son leſs noble: 
| , | I chought 
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I thought the Brave were ſtill the moſt compaſſionate. 
Oh, do not, Sir, divide me from my Child !— 
It ke muſt die— | 

Pyr. Fhœnix, withdraw a while. 

N VII. 

| PVARHUs and ANDROMACHE. 

Pyr. Riſe, Madam et you may preſerve your Son. 
I nd, whenever I provoke your Tears, 
I turnith you with Arms againſt myſelf. 


I thought my Hatred fixt, b-fore 1 ſaw you, 


Oh, turn your Eyes upon me, while 1 ſpeak! 
And fee if you diſcover in my Looks : 
An angry Judge, or an obdurate Foe. 
Wiy will you force me to deſert your Cauſe? 
In your Son's Name I beg we may be Friends; 
Let me entreat you to ſecure his Lite! 
Muſt 1 turn Suppliant for him? Think, Oh think, 
185 the laſt Time) you both may yet be happy 
know the Ties I break; the Foes I arm; 
I wrong Hermione; I fend her hence; 
And with her Diadem I bind your Brows. 
Conſider well; tor tis of moment to you! 
Chooſe to be wretched, Madam, or a Queen. 
My Soul, conſum'd with a whole year's deſpair, 
Can bear no longer theſe perplexing doubts: 
Enough of Sighs and Tears, and threats I've try'd. 
I know, it I'm depriv'd of you, I die: 
But Oh, I die, if I wait longer for you! 
I leave you to your Thoughts, When return, 
We'll to the Temple: There you'll find your Son; 
And there be crown'd, or give him up tor ever. 
SCENE VIII. 
ANDROMACHE and CEPHISA, 
Ceph, I told you, Madam, that, in ſpite of Greece, 
You would. o'er-rule the Malice of your Fortune. 
Andr. Alas! Cephiſi, what have I obtain'd ! 
Only a poor, ſhort Reſpite for my Son. 
Cepli. You have enough approv'd your faith toHector: 
To be reluQant ſtill would be a crime. 
He wou'd himſelf perſuade you to comply. | 
Andr. How !—wouldf thou give me Pyrrhus for 
a Huſband ? | 
Ceph. Think you 'twill pleaſe the Ghoſt of your 
dead Hutband, 
That you ſhould ſacriſice his Son? conſider, 
SE bt | Pyr- 
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Fyrrhus once more invites you to a Throne; 
Turns all his Power againſt the Foes of Troy; 
Remembers not Achilles was his father; 
Retracts his Conqueſts, and forgets his Hatred. 
Andr, But how can I forget it! How can L 
Forget my Hector, treated with diſhonour; 
Depriv'd of Fun'ral Rites ; and vilely dragg'd, 
A bloody Corſe, about the Walls of Troy! 
Can ] torget the good old King his Father, 
Slain in my Preſence at the Altar flain ! 
Which vainly, for Protection, he embrac'd. 
Haſt thou forgot that dreadiul Night, Cephiſa, 
When a whole People fell! Methinks I ſee 
Pyrrhus, enrag'd and breathing Vengeance, enter 
Amidſt the Glare of burning Faluces: 
I fee him hew his paſſ@z: through my Brothers; 
And, bath'd in Blood, lay all my kindred wake. 
Think, in this ſcene of Horror, what I ſuffer'd ! 
This is the Courtſhip I rEceiv'd from Pyrrhus : 
And this the Huſband thou wou'd'ft give me! No, 
\\ - both will perith firſt! III ns'er conſent. 
Ceph, Since you reſolve Aſtyanax ſhall die, 
Hifte to the Temple, bid your Son faxe wel. 
Why do you tremble, Madam? 
Andr, O Cephiſa! | 
Thou hiſt awaken'd all the Mother in me. 
tow can I bid farewel to the dear Child, 
The pledge, the image of my much-loy'd Lord! 
Alas, I call to mind the fatal Day, | 
When his too forward Courage led him forth / 
To ſeek Achilles. 
Cepli. Oh, thi unhappy Hour! 
"Twas then Troy fell, and all her Gods forſo0Kk her. 
Andr. That Morn, Cephiſa! that ill-tated Morn, 
My Huſband. bid thee bring Aſtyanax; 
He took him in his Arms; and, as I wept, 4 
My Wife, my dear Andromache, ſaid he, i! 
(Heaving with ftifled Sighs to ſee me weep) 1 
What Fortune may attend my Arms, the Gods 
Alone can tell. To thee J give: the Boy; % 
Preſerve him as the Token of our Loves; 1 
1; I ſhould fall, let him not miſs his Sire 
While thou ſurviv'ſt; but by thy tender Care 
Let the Son ſee, that thou didſt love his Father. b 
Coyh. And will you throw away 4 Lite {o precious * 
At once extirpaty it the Trojan Une? Andr. 
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Andr. Inhuman King! What has he done to ſuffer? 
If 1 neglect your Vows, is he to blame: 

Has he reproach'd you with his flaughter'd Kindred ? 
Can he refent thoſe Ills he does not Know fſ— 

But Oh! while I deliberate, he dies, 

No, no, thou muſt not die, while I can ſave thee : 
Oh! let me find out Pyrrhus—Oh Cep bit! 

Do thou ęo find him. 

Cephi. What muſt I ſay to bim? 

Andr. Tell him I love my Son to ſuch Fxceſe— 
But doſt thou think he mens the Child ſhall die? 
Can Love rejected turn to fo much Rage? 

Ceph. Madim, he'll ſoon be kere—Reſolve on 

lomething. 

Andr. Well then, aſſure bim 

Cpl. Madam, of your Love ? 

Andr. Alas, thou know'k that is not in my power. 
Oh my dead Lord! Oh Priam's Royal Houses! 

Oh my Aſtyanax! at what a price 
Thy Mother buys thee Let us go. 

Ceph, But whither ? 

And what does your unſettled Heart reſo: ve ? 

Andr. Come, my Cephiſa, ler us go together 
To the ſad Monument, which I have ra's'd . 

To HeRor's Shade; where in their facred Urn 

The Aſhes of a Hero lie inclos'd, 

The dear Remains, which 1 have ſav'd from Troy 
There let me weep, there ſummon to my Aid, 
With pious Rites, my Heetor's awful Shade ; 

Let him be witneſs to my Doubts, my Fears; 

My agonizing Heart, my flowing I cars: 

Oh! may he riſe in Pity from his Tomb, 

And fix his wretched Son's uncertain Docm, 
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ACT iw. SCENE I. 
INDROMACHE, CEPHIS 4. 


CEryeHls A. 
B L ES T be the Tomb of Hector, that inſpires 
Thefe pious Thoughts: Or is it Hector's Self, 
That prompts you to preſerve your Son! Tis he 
Who ſtiil prefides o'er ruin'd wy ; 'tis he 
Who urges Pyrrhus to reſtore Aſtyanax. 


A ndr, 
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Andr. Pyrrhus has ſaid he wall ; and thou haſt heard 


him 

uſt now renew the oft-repeated promiſe, 

Ceph. Already, in the tranſports of his Heart, 

He gives you up his Kingdom, his Allies, 

And thinks himſelf o'erpaid tor all in you, 
Andr. I think 1 miy rely upon his promiſe : 

And yet my Heart is overcharg'd with Gri f. 

Ceph . Why ſhould you grieve? you ſce he bids defiance 
To all the Greeks; Aud, to protect your Son 
Againſt their Rage, has plac'd his Guards about hun ; 
Leaving himſelt detenceleſs tor his ſake : 

But, Madam, think the Coronation Fump 

Will ſoon demand your preſence in the Temple : 

Tis time to liy aſide theſe Mourning Weeds. 

Anr. ] will be there; but firſt would ſee my Son. 
Ceph. Madam, you need not new be ©nzious for him, 

He will be always with you, all our own, 

To laviin the whole Mother's Fondneſs on him. 

What a Delight to train beneath your Eye 

A Son, hy grows no longer up in Bondage; 

A Son, in whom a Race ot Kings revives ! 

But, Madam, you are fad, und wrap: in Thought, 

As it you relith'd not your Happineſs. 

Andr. Oh! I muſt ſee my Son once more, Cephiſa ! 
Ceph. Madam, he will bo no more a Captive 

Your Viſits may be frequent as you pleaſe. 

To-morrow you may paſs the eres. ee 
Andr. To-morrow ! Oh Cephiſa But, no more ! 

Cephifa, I have always tound thee faithful: 

A load of Care weighs down my droo;ing Heart. 
Ce-ph. Oh! that 'twere poſſible for me to eaſe you. 
Andr. I ſoon ſhall exerciſe thy long-try'd Faith, 

Mean while I do conjure thee, my Cephiſa, 

Thou take no notice of my preſent Trouble: 

And, when 1 ſhall diſcloſe my ſecret purpoſe, 

That thou be punctual to 2. San my wall. 


Ceph. Ma lum, I have no Will but yours. My Life | 


Is nothing, balanc'd with my Love to you. 

Andr. I thank thee, good Cephiſa; my Aſtyanax 
Will recompenſe thy Friendſhip to his Mother. 
But, come; my Heart's at eaſe: Aſſiſt me now 
To change this ſable Habit.— Vonder comes 
Hermione ; I would not meet her Rage. 


SCENE 
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I 
HERMIONE and CiEONE. 

Cleo. This unexpeRed Silence, this Reſerve, 
This outward Caim, this ſettled Frame of Mind, 
After ſuch Wrongs and Inſults, much ſurpriſe me! 
You, who betore could not command your Rage, 
When Pyrrhus look'd but kindly on his Captive ; 
How can you bear unmov'd, that he ſhould wed her 
And ſeat ker on a Throne which you ſhovld £11 ! 


I fear this dreadful Stillneſs in yOur Soul ! 


*T were better, Madam 

Her. Have you call'd Oreftes? 

Cleo, Madam, I have. His Love is too impatient, 
Not to obey with Speed the welcome Summons, 

His love-ſick Heart o'erlooks his unkind Uſage : 
His Ardour's till the fame— Madam, he's here. 
S C E:N-E III. 
OR ES TES, HERMIONE, CLEONE, 

Oreſt. Ah, Madam, is it true? does then Oreſtes 
At length attend you by your own Commands ? 
What can I do— 

Her. Oreftes, do you love me ? 

Oreſt. What means that Queſtion, Princeſs? Do I 

love you ? 
My Oaths, my Per;uries, my Hopes, my Fears, 
My Farewel, my Return, all ſpeak my Love. 
Her. Avenge ray Wrongs, and I believe them all, 
Oreſt. It thall bo done—my Soul has catch'd th. 
Alam, 
We'll ſpirit up the Greeks—T'!l lead them on: 
Your Couſe ſhall animate our Fleets and Armies. 
Let us return: Let us not loſe a Moment, 
But urge the Fate of this devoted Land: 
Let us depart. 

Her. No, Prince, let us ſtay here! 

I will have Vengeance here—1 will not carry 
This Load of Intamy to Greece; nor truſt 

The Chance of War to vindicate my. Wrongs. 
Ere I depart I'll make Epirus mourn. 

If you avenge me, let it be this Inſtant; 

My Rage brooks no Delay—haſte to the Temple, 
Haſte, Frince, and ſacrifice him. 

Oreſt. Whom ? 

Her. Why Fyrrhus. 

Oreſt. Pyrrhus! Did you ſay, Fyrrhus! 
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Her. You demur ! 
Oh fly, be gone! give me no Time to think! 
Talk not of Laws—he tramples on all Laws 
Let ne not hear him juſtity'd—away. 
Ort. You cannot think VN juſtify my Rival. 
Madam, your Love has made him criminal. 
ou thall have Vengeance; I'll have Vengeince too: 
But let our Hatred be profeſt and open: 
Let us alarm all Greece, denounce a War; 
Let us attack him in his Strength, aud hunt him doww 
By Conqueſt : Should I turn a biſe Affaſſin, 
"would ſully all the Kings 1 repreſent. 
Her. Have not I been diſhonour'd ? fet at nought? 
Expos d to public Scorn ?—And will you fufter 
The Tyrant, who dares uſe me thus, to live ? 
Know, Prince, I hate him more than once | loy'd him- 
The Gods alone could tell how once I lov'd him; 
Yes, the falſe perjur'd Man, I once did love him; 
And ſpite of all his Crimes, and broken Vows, 
It he ſhould live, I may relapſ»—w ho knows 
But I to-morrow may forg:ve hi, Wrongs ? 
Oreſi. Firſt let me tear him piece-m-al—heffhall die. 
t, Madam, give me Leiſure to contrive 
The Place, the Time, the Manner ot his Death 
Yet i'm a Stranger in the Court of Pyrrhus; 
Scarce have I ſet my Foot within Epirus, 
W hen you enjoin me to deſtroy the Prince. 
It ſhall be done this very Night. 
Her. But now, 
This very Hour he weds Andromache 
The Temple ſhines with Pomp; The Golden Throne 
Is now prepar'd; the joytul Kites begin; 
My Shame is public—Oh be ſpeedy, Prince! 
My Wrath's impatient—Pyrrhus lives too long! 
Intent on Love, and heedleſs of his Perſon, 
He covers with his Guards the Trojan Boy. 
Now is the Time, affemble all your Greeks : 
Mine ſhall aflift them; let their Fury looſe : 
Already they regard him as a Foe. 
Be gone, Oreſt:s—kill the faithleſs Tyrant: 
My Love ſhall recompence the glorious Deed, 
Orejt. Conſider, Madam — | | 
Her. You but mock my Rage! 
I was contriving how tov make you happy. 
Think you to merit by your idle Sighs; 3 
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And not atteſt your Love by one brave Action:? 


Go, with your boaſted Conſtancy! and leaye 


Hermione to execute her on Revenge! 
I biuth to think how my too eaſy Faith 
Has twice been baitied in one ſhametul Hour! 

Creſt. Hear me but ſpeak you know II die to 

ferve you! 

Her. Vil go myſelf: Ii Rab him at the Altar; 
Then drive the Poignard, reeking with his Bluod, 
Through my own Heart. In Death we {hu unite; 
Better to die with him, than live with you! 

Oreſt. That were to mathe him bleſt; and me more 

wretch:d : | 
Midam, he dies by me: —Have you a Foe, 
And 1{h.ll I let him live? My Rival too? 
Fre yon Meridian Sun declines, he dies: 
Aud you ſhall fay, that I deſerve your Love. 

Her. Go, Prince; ſtrike home; and leave the reft 

to me : 

Let all your Ships ſtand ready for our Flight. 
SCENE IV. 
HErkmMiont, CLEONE. 

Cleo. Madam, you'll periſh in this bold Attempt, 

Her. Give me my Vengeance, I'm content to periſh. 
I was to bl:ne to truſt it with another: 

In my own Hands it hid been more ſecure. 
Oreſtes hates not Pyrrhus, as I hate him: 

I ſhould have thrutt the Dagger home, have ſeen 
The Tyrant curſe me with his parting Breath, 
And roll about his dying Eyes, in vain, 

To find Andromache, whom I would hide. 

Oh, would Oreſtes, when he gives the Blow, 
Tell him he dies my Victim —Kaſte, Cleone ; 
Charge him to ſay, Hermione's Reſentments, 
Not thoſe of Greece, have ſentenc'd him to Death. 
Haſte, my Cleone! My Revenge is Joſt, 


If Pyrrhus knows not that he dies by me! 


Cleo. I ſhall obey your Orders—But I ſee 
The King approach — Who could expect him here! 

Her. G fly! Cleone, fly! and bid Oreites 
Not to proceed a Step before I ſez him. 

r 
HRRMI ONE, PYRRHUS. 
Pyr. Madam, I ought to ſhun an injur'd Princeſs: 
Your diſtant Looks reproach me: and I come 5 
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Not to defend, but to avow my Guilt, 

Pyrihus will ne'er approve his own Injuſtice; 
Nor foim Excuſes, while bis Heart condemns him, 
I might perhaps alledge, our warlike Sires, 
Unknown to us, engag'd us to each other 

And join'd our Hearts by Contract, not by Love; 
But I deteſt ſuch Cobweb Arts; I own 

My Father's Treaty, and allow its Force, 

JT ſent Ambaſſadors to call you hither ; 

Receiv'd you as my Queen; and hcp'd my Oaths, 
So oſt renew'd, might ripen into Love. 

The Gods can witnefs, Madam, bow I fought 
Againſt Andromache's too fatal Charms ! 

And till I wiſh I had the power to leave 


This Trojan Beauty, and be juſt to you. 


Diſcharge your Anger on this perjur'd Man ! 
For I abhor my Crime! and ſhould be pleas'd 
To hear you ſpeak your Wrongs aloud: No Terms, 
No Bitterneſs of Wrath, nor keen Ke roach, 
Will equal half th' upbraidings of my Heart. 

Her. I find, Sir, you can be fincere: You ſcorn 
To act your Crimes with Fear, like other Men. 
A Hero ſhould be bold; above all Laws; 


Be bravely falſe; and laugh at ſolemn Ties. 


To be perfidious ſhews a daring Mind! 
And you have nobly triumph'd o'er a Maid! 
To court me; to reject me; to return 


Then to forſake me tor a Phrygian Slave; 


Jo lay proud Troy in Aſhes; then to raiſe 


The Son of Hector, and renounce the Greeks; 
Are Actions worthy the great Soul of Pyrrhus. 
Pyr. Madam, go on: Give your Reſentments Birth ; 


And pour forth all your Indignation on me. 


Her. "I would pleaſe your Queen, ſhould I upbraid 
your Falſhoud . 

Call you perfidious, Traitor, all the Names 
That injur'd Virgins laviſh on your Sex; 
I ſhould o'erflow with Tears, and die with Grief, 
And furniſh out a Tale to ſooth her Pride; 
But, Sir, I would not over-charge her Joys. 
If you would charm Andromache, recount | 
Your bloody Battles, your Exploits, your Slaughters, 
Your great Atchievements in her Father's Palace. 
She needs mutt love the Man, who fought fo bravely, 
And in her Sight flew half her Royal Kindred, 


Pyr, 
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Pyr. With Horror I look back on my paſt Deeds ! 
J punifh'd Helen's Wrongs too far; I ſhed 
Too much of Blood: But, Madam, Helen's Daugheæet 
Should not object thoſe Ills the Mother caus'd. 
However, I am pleas'd to find you hate me : 
J was too forward to accuſe myſelf: 
The Man who ne'er was lov'd can ne'er be falſe. 
Obedience to a Father brought you hither ; 
And I ſtood bound by Promiſe to receive yon: 
But our Deſires were different Ways inclin'd ; 
And you, I own, were not oblig'd to love me. 
Her. Have I not lov'd you then? perfidious Man! 
For you I lighted all the Grecian Princes; 
Forge my Father's Houſe ; conceal'd my Wrongs, 
When moſt provok'd ; would not return to Sparta, 
In hopes that Time might fix your wavering Heart, 
J lov'd you when inconftant : and ev'n now, 
Inhuman King, that you pronounce my Death, 
My Heart till doubts, if I ſhould love, or hate youg 
But, Oh, fince you reſolve to wed another, 
Defer your eruel Purpoſe till To-morrow ! 
That I may not be here to grace her Triumph! 
This is the laſt Requeſt I c&'er {hall make you. — 
See it the barb'rous Prince vouchſafes an Anſwer ! 
Go, then, to the lov'd Phrygian ; hence! be gone! 
And bear to her thoſe Vows, that once were mine: 
Go in Dehance to th' avenging Gods ! 
Be gone! The Prieſt expects you at the Altar 
But, Tyrant, have a Care I come not thither, 
II. 
PyRxRHUs, PHOENIX. 
Plizn. Sir, did you mind her Threats? your Life's 
in Danger: 
There is no trifling with a Woman's Rage. 
The Greeks, that ſwarm about the Court, all hate you; 
Will treat you as their Country's Enemy, 
And join in her Revenge; Beſides, Oreſtes 
Still loves her to Diſtraction: Sir, I beg 
Pyr. How! Phanix! —Should I fear a Woman's 
Threats ? | 
A nobler Paſſion takes up all my Thoughts: 
I muſt prepare to meet Andromache. 
Do thou place all my Guards about her Sen: 
If he be fafe, Pyrrhus is free from Fears 
D SCENE 
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I. 
PRORNVIX, alone. 

Oh Pyrrhus! oh, what Fity tis the Gods, 
Who fili'd thy Soul with every kiagly Virtue, 
Yorm'd thee tor Empire and conſummate Greatneſs, 
Should leave thee ſo expos'd to wild Deſixes, 

That hurry thee beyond the Bounds of Reaſon! 

Such was Achilles: Gen'rous, fierce, and brave; 

Open, and undetgning : But inpatient, 

Undiſciplin'd, and not to be controul'd. 

I fear-this Whirl of Paſſion, this Career! 

Tbat over-bears Reflection and cool Thought 

I tremble for th' Event! But ſee, the Queen, 

Magnificent in rayal Pride, appears. 

I muſt obey, and guard her Son from Danger. 
N VI. 
ANDROMACHE, CEPHI1SA. 

Ceph, Madam, once more you look and move a Queen] 
Your Sorrows are diſpers'd, your Charms revive, 
And every faded Beauty blooms anew. - 

Andr. Yet all is not as I could with, Cephiſa. 

Ceph. You fee the King is watchful o'er your Son; 
Decks him with princely Robes, with Guards ſurrounds 

him. 
Aſt yanax begins to reign already. | 
Andr. Pyrrhus is nobly minded: And I fain 

Would live.to thank him tor Aſtyanax: 

Tis a vain Thovght—However, ſince my Child 
Has ſuch a Friend, I ought not to repine. 

Ceph. Theſe dark Unfoldings of your Soul perplex me: 
What meant that Flood of Tears, thoſe warm Em- 
As if you bid your Son Adieu for ever: [ braces, 
For Reav'n's Sake, Madam, let me know your Griets ! 
If you diſtruſt my Faith 

Andr. That were to wrong thee. 
Oh, my Cephiſa! This gay borrow'd Air, 

This Blaze of Jewels, and this bridal Dreſs, 

Are but mock-trappings to conceal my Woe : 

My Heart ſtill mourns; I fill am Hector's Widow. 

Ceph. Will you then break the Promiſe given to 

Fyrrhus? 
Blow up his Rage afreſh, and blaſt your Hopes? 
Andr. I thought, Cephiſa, thou hadſt known thy 
Miſtreſs. 
Coulcd'ſt 
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Could'tt thou believe I would be falſe to Hector? 
Tall off from ſuch a Huſband! Break his Refty 
And call him to this hated Light again, 
To fee Andromache in Pyirhus' Arms! 
\Would Hector, were he ring, and I dead, 
Forget Andromache, and wed her Foes ? 
C-ph, J cannot gueſs what Drift your Thoughts 
purſue : N 
But, Ob, I fear there's ſomething dreadful in it! 
Mut then Aſtyanax be doom'd to die; 
And you to linger out a Life in Bondage? 
Andr. Nor tris, nor that, Cephiſa, will I bear; 
My Word is paſt to Pyrrhus, his to me; 
And- rely upon his promis'd Faith. 
Unequal as he is, I Know him well: 
Fyrrhus is violent; but he's fincere,. 
And will perform beyond what he has ſworn. 
The Greeks. will but incenſe him more; their Rage: 
Will make him cheriſh Hector's Son. 
Ceph., Ah, Madam! 
Explain theſe Riddles to my boding Heart! 
Andr. 'Thou may'ſt remember, for thou oft host 
heard me 
Relate the dreadful Viſion, which I ſaw, 
Wen firſt J landed Captive in Epirus. 
That very Night, as in a Dream I lay, 
A ghaſtly Figure full of gaping Wounds, 
His Eyes a-glate, bis Hair all Riff with Blood, 
Full in my Sight thrice ſhook his Head and groan d- 
I ſoon diſcern'd my flaughter's Hector's Shade z 
But, Oh, how chang'd ! Ye Gods, how much unlike 
I tte living Hector Loud he bid me fly! 
Fly from Achilles' Son! then ſternly trown'd, 
And diſappear'd: Struck with the dreadful Sound, 
I ſtarted and awak'd. 
Ceph, But did he bid you 
Deſtroy Aſtyanax? 
Andr. Cephiſa, ll preſerve him. 
With my own Life, Cephiſa, VII preſerve him. 
Cech. What may theſe Words, io full of Horror, 
mean? | 
Andr. Know then the ſecret purpoſe of my Soul x 
Andromacke will not be falſe to Pyrrhus ; 
Nor violate her ſacred Love to Hector. 
This Haur I'll ineet the King; the holy Prieſt - 
D 2 Shall 
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Shall join us, and confirm our mutual Vows. 

This will ſecure a Father to my Child. 

That done, I have no tarther uſe tor Life : 

This pointed Dagger, this determin'd Hand, 

Shall ve my Virtue, and conclude my Woes, 
Geph. Ah, Madam! Recollect your ſcatter'd Reaſon ! 

This tell Deſpair ill ſuits your preſent Fortunes. 
Andr. No other Stratagem can ſerve my Purpoſe : 

This is the ſole Expedient, to be juſt 

To Hector, to Aſty anax, to Pyrrhus. 

I foon ſhall viſit Hector, and the Shades 

Of my great Anceſtors—Cephiſa, thou 

Wilt lend a Hand to cloſe thy Miſtreis“ Eyes. 

Ceph. Oh, never think that I will ſtay behind you! 
Andr. No, my Cephiſa; I muſt have thee live. 

Remember, thou didſt promiſe to obey, 

And to be ſecret: Wilt thou now betray me ? 

After thy long, thy faithful Service, wilt thou 

Refuſe my laſt Commands, my dying Wiſh ? 

Once more I do conjure thee, live for me! [I gone. 
Ceph. Life is not worth my Care, when you are 
Andr. I muſt commit into thy faithful Hands, 

All that is dear and precious to my Soul : 

Live and ſupply my Abſence to my Child. 

All that remains of Troy ; a future Progeny 

Of Heroes; and a diſtant Line of Kings, 

In him, is all intruſted to thy Care. 

Ceph. But, Madam, what will be theRage of Pyrrhus, 

Defrauded of his promis'd Happineſs ? 

Andr. That will require thy utmoſt ſkill : Obſerve 

The firſt impetuous Onſets of his Grief: 

Uſe ev'ry Artifice to keep him ſtedfaſt. 

Sometimes with Tears thou may'f diſcourſe of me: 

Speak of our Marriage : Let him think 1 lov'd him: 

Tell him my Soul repos'd itſelf on him, 

When I ref n'd myſelf to his Protection. 

Cepù. O for a Spirit to ſupport ny Grief! 

Is there ought more before you go tor ever ? 

Andr. Oh, my Cephiſa! my ſwoll'n Heart is full! 

I have a thouſand farewells to my Son :— 

But Tears break in—Griet interrupts my Speech 

My Soul o'erflows in Fondnefs!—Let him know 

I dy'd to fave him: And would die again. 

Seuſon his Mind with early Hints of Glory: 

Make him acquainted with his Anceſtors ; 
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Trace out their ſhining Story in bis thoughts: 
Dwell on th' Exploits of his immortal Father: 

And ſometimes let him tear his Mother's Name, 
Let him refie& upon his Royal Birth 
With modeſt Pride: Pyrrhus will prove a Friend: 
Hut let him know, he has a Conqu'ror's Right. 
He mnt be taught to Rifle his Reſent ments, 
And ſacrifice his Vengeance to his Safety: 
Snou!d he prove headitrong, rain, or unadvis'd, 
He then will fruſtrate all Eis Mother's Virtue; 
Provoice his Fate; and I ſhail die in vain. 
Cep/:, Alas, I fear, I never thall out-live you 
Andr. No more!—ThyTears, Cepbi, ill betray me 
Aſſume a chcarful Look : But th!l rementber— 
Houriſb within.] 


Hark, How the Trumpet, with its ſprightiy Notes, 


Proclaims th' appointed Hour, and calls us hence: 
Hector, 1 come, once more «a Queen, to join thee ? 
Thus the gry Victim, with freik Garlands crow ud, 
Pleas'd with the ſacred Fife's enlivening Sound, 
Through gazing Crouds, in ſolemn State, proceeds + 
Ang, dreſt un tual Pomp, maguificeutly bleeds, 
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FRY ECM. Tz 
Hermione alone. 
W HAT have-l done? Where am 1? Where i: 
Pyrrhus? 
Ye Gods! what mean theſe Horrors ?—I'm undone 
My Soul is on the Rack I cannot bear i. 
Why do I wander like ſome guilty Cheſt? 
What brought me to this Place ? What keeps me here? 
The Court of Pyrrhus has no room for me! 
Do I ſtill doubt-it 1 Mould lobe or hate him? 
Hard hearted Man! how unconcern'd he left me 
Did he once ſ gh! beſtow one pitying Look ? 
Once ſhed a Tear? or ſpeak one fott kind Word ? 
Did he ſo much as feign one Moment's Sorrow, 
To calm my Griets, and mitigate his Falſhood * 
—Why an I ſtill thus anxious tor his Lite? 
Why do | ſtart at his impencing Fate ? 
Shall he then live; ſhall the bale Traitor ve 
To laugh at my Diſtreſs? No, ct him perith 2 
Be quick, Oreſtes — Execute my Orders ! | 
D 3 2.) 
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Alas! my Orders? Oh, prepoſte-vus Guilt ! 
Can I decree the Death of him I love? 
Was it tor this my Soul deughted in him? 
Was it for this J left my Father's Court? 
Have I then croſs'd ſo many Realms and Seas, 
To murder Pyrrhus ? 
SCENE II. 
HERR NMION E, CLEONE, 

Her. Oh, Cleone, help me! 
What have I done! Is Pyrrhus yet alive ? 
What fay'ſt thou—Anſwer me! where is the King? 

(leo. Madam, I ſaw the cruel Prince ſet forward, 
Triumphant in his Looks, and tull of Joy. 
Still, as he walk'd, his raviſh'd Eyes ere fixt 
On the fair Captive; while through (outing Crouds 
She pais'd along with a dejected Air, 
And ſcem'd to mourn her Hector to the laſt. 

Her. Inſulting Tyrant ? I ſhall burſt with Rage 
But, ſay, Cleone, did thou mark him well? 
Was his Brow ſmooth ? Say, did there not appear 
Some thade of Grief? Some little Cloud of Sorrow? 
Did he not ſtop? Did he not once look back ? 
Diſt thou approach him? Was he not contounded ? 
Did he not—Qh, be quick, and tell me all! 

Cleo. M:idam, the Tumult of his Joy admits 
No Thought, but Love. Unguarded he march'd on 
Midſt a promiſcuous Throng of Friends and Foes. 
His Cares all turn upon Aſtyanax, 
Whom he has lodg'd within the Citadel, 
Deiended by the Strength of all his Guards. 

Her. Enough !—he dies —the Trai:or !-—W here's 

Oreites ? ; 

Neo. He's in the Temple, with his whole Retinue, 

Her. Is he ſtill reſolute? Is he determin'd ? 

Ci-o. Madam, I tear 

Her. How ls Oreſtes falſe ? 
Does he betray me too? 

Cleo, A thoufand Doubts 
Ferplex his Soul, and wound him with Remorſe s 
His Virtue and his Love prevail by Turns. 
He told me Pyrrhus ſhould not fall ignobly; 


2 the warlike Son ef great Achilles: 


e dreads the Cenſure ot the Grecian States; 
Of all Mankind; and fears to ſtain his Honour. 


| Her, Poor, tim'rous Wretch ! tis falſe! bg baſely 


tears. To 
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To cope with Dangers, and encounter Death: 
'Tis that he tears !—Am I bright Helen's Daughter? 
To vindicate her Wrongs all Greece conſpir'd; 
For her conted'race Nations tought, and Kings were 
ſlain; . 
Troy was c'erthrown, and a whole Empire fell. 
My eyes wait force to raiſe a Lover's Arm 
Againſt a Tyram, that has dar'd to Wrong me! 
Cleo. Madam, likt Helen, truſt your Caufe to Greece, 
Her. No; I'll avenge myſelt! I'll to the Temple; 


II overturn the Altar, tab he Prleſt: 


III hurl Deftruction, keen Whirlwind, round me! 


They muſt not wed! they m ſt not vc they ſhall not! 
Let me Song! 1 have no Time to lotz! 
Stand off held ine not! Tam all Dibraction ! 
Oh Pyrrhus, Tyrant, Traytor ! Thou fthalt bleed. 
JJ © IE 
HERMICONE, Cirtons, Ortsres, 
Orefi. Madam, tis done: Your Graers are obey'd: 
The Tyrant lies expiring .t the Altar. 
Her, Is Pyrri us ain? 
Oel. Even now he gaſps in Death. 
Our Greeks, 4] undiftinguith'd in the Crowd, 


Flock'd to the Teinple, and diſ;;ers'd themſelves 


On ev'ry ſide the Altar: I was there: 

Pyrrhus obſery'd me, with a haughty Eye; 

And proud to triumph over Greece in me, 

From his on Brows he took che Diadem, 

And bound it on the Temples of his Captive, 

Receive, ſaid he, my Crown; receive my Faith 

Mine and my People's Sovereign re:gn tor ever, 

From this bleſt Hour, a Father to your Son, 

II ſcourge his Foes: Henceforward be he ftil'd 

The Projan King: I ſwear it at the Altar; 

And call the Gods to ratify my Vows. 

His Subj-&s with loud Acclamations ſhook 

The {. acious Dome! our Greeks, enrag'd, cry'd out 

Re „enge Re enge! broke thro' the thronging Preſs: 

And ruth'd tumultuouſly on the unguarded King. 

Their eager Fury left no Work tor me. 

P;rhus a while oppos'd their claſhing Swords, 

And acalt bis tata! Blows on evry Side, 

With manly bierceneſs; till oppreſt by Numbers, 

Streaming with Blood, all over gaſh'd with Wounds, 

He reel'd, be groan d, and at the Altar tell, 1 
, 
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Haſte, Madam; let us fly! Haſte to our Ships! 
They lie unmoor'd: Our Friends attend us there. 
Hen. What have they done ! 
Or. Madam, forgive their Rage. 
1 own your Vengeance had been more compleat, 
Had Fyrrnus fall'n by me; and had he known, 
Hermione chaſtis'd him by my Arm. 
Her. Peace, Monſter, Peace — o tell thy hor. 
11d Tale 
To Savages, and howl it out in Defarts. 
Wovula'ft thou impute to me thy barb'rous Guilt ? 
Me would'ſt thou inake th* Accomplice of thy Crimes? 
Hence, to thy Gree!.s ! and hoaſt thy foul Exploi:s! 
My Soul abhors them! I diiclaim the Dee. 
Be gone! I know thee not | Thou fell Baibirian! 
hat had he done? What could provoke thy Madneſs 
To aflaftinate fo great, ſo brave a Man? 
Who ſet tre on? 
Ore. O, grant me Patience, Heaven ! 
With your own Lips did you not curſe the Tyrant, 
Fronounce li Death, and uige me to deſtroy him ? 
Her. What it, tranſported by iny boundlefs Paſſion, 
I could not bear to fee him wed another? 
Were you to obey a jealous Woman's Phrenzy ? 
You ſhou}d have div'd into my inmoſt Thoughts: 
My Heart, tho” full of Rage, was free from Malice; 
And all my Anger was exceſs of Love. 
Why did you take me at my Word? You ſaw 
The ſtruggles of my Soul; you heard me rave ; 
You ſhould have queſtion'd me a thouſand Times ; 
Yet ſtill have doubt: d, and ſtill queſtion'd on, 
Before you ventur'd on a Lite ſo precious. 
Oreſt. Hear me but ſpeak: Heaven knows, againſt 
my Will— 
Her. Why did you not return? Why not conſult me 
A fecond Time? And, undetermin'd ſtill, 
Again teturn, and ſtill find new Delays? 
What had your raſh othcious Greens, dire Blood- 
Houn's, 
To do with my Revenge? What drew you hither, 
To bring on ime the vengeful Woes that haunt you? 
Are theſe the Fruits of your deteſted Love? 
Your fatal Emlaiy, your hateful Preſence 
Drove Pyrrhus to my Rival: and deſtroys 
Both him and me.——de might baye loy'd mg oy 
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Had you ne'er interpos'd. —Avyaunt.! Be gone! 
And leave me in Epirus — l renounce 
My Friends, my Country, Greece, aud all Mankind: 
But chiely I renounce hee! Monſter, Thee 
WF 
ORES TES. 
Am I awake! Where am I! Soft, my Soul: 
Be not tco raſh.—Was that Hermione ? 
Why ſhould her Auger thunder againſt me? 
Was not this Blocd thed all by her command '— 
I am indeed an outrageous Monker ! 
A Ruthin, Murderer, a baſe Aﬀithn ! 
And all to pleaſe a falſe, ungratetul Woman, 
Henceforward let the Laws ot Nations ceaſe ; 
And let the Pale, that fevers Right and Wrong, 
Things {red ard profane, be broken down; 
Gods in their Temples, Kings upon their Thrones, 
Are not in Satety, while Oreſtes lives. 
Oh, never more mal my torn Mind be heal'd, 
Nor take the gautle Comforts of Rep. fe ! 
A dreadtul Band ot gloomy Cares ſurround me, 
And lay ſtrong Sicge to my diſtracted Soul. 
T 
OresrEs, PYLADES, attended by GREEKS, 
P;!. Hafte, Prince; let us be gone: 'Tis Death 
10 ſtay. | 
Andromache reigns Queen: She gives th' Alarm, 
And vows revenge upon the Foes of Pyrrhus. 
The people arm and muſter in the Streets: 
Our Greeks will not be able long to guard 
T he Palace Gates, and to ſecure our Flight, 
We muſt be ſpeedy, Sir. 
Oreſt. You may depart, 
My Friends Hermionè and I remain.— 
Her cruelty has quite undone me !—Go, 
And leave me to myſelt— I' find her out. N 
Pyl. Alas, unhappy Prince's — She's no more] 
Forget her, Sir, and fave yourſelt with us. 
Oreſt. Bernionz no more -O all ye Powers! 
Py!, Full of Diſorder, Wil ens ts in her Looks, 
With hands expanded, and dithevell'd Hair, 
Breathleſs and pale, with Shrieks ſhe fought the Temple: 
In the mid-way the met the Corps uf Fyttrhus: 
She ſtarted at the Sight; then, Riff with Horror, 
Gaz'd irignttul : \Waken's from the dire Amaze, 2 
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She rais'd her Eyes to Heav'n with ſuch a Look, 
As ſpo e her Sorrows, and reproach'd the Gods: 
Then plung'd a Foniard deep within her Breaſt, 
And tell on Pyrrtus, graſping him in Death. 

Oreſt. I thank you, Gods -I never could expect 
To be fo wretched !—'Y ou have been induſtrious 
To finith your Decrees; to male Oreſtes 
A dteadtul Inſtance of your Power to puniſh ; 

I'm ſingled out to bear the Wrath of Heaven. 

15. You hazard your Retreat by thefe Delays ; 
The G.:ards wiil ſoon beſet us. Y our Complaints 
Are vain, and inay be fatal. 

Orejt. Irue, my Friend: 

And therefore 'twas I thank'd the bounteovs Gods. 

My tate's accomplith'd !—1 ſhall die content. 

Oh ber me hence — Blow, Winds! 
PI. Let us be gone. Leall! 

Oreſt. The marder'd Lovers wait me Hark! They 

Nay, if your Blucd ſtill recks, 1 Il mingle mine. 

One Tomb will bold us all. 

Pyl. Alas i I flar 
His Raviags will return with his Misfortunes. 

Oreſt. I'm diuzy !—Clouds !—Quite loſt in utter 

Darkneſs ! | 

Guide me, ſome friendly Pilot, through the Storm. 

I ſhiyer! On, I freeze !—S0 :—Light returns; 

'Tis the grey Dawn—See, Pylades! Behold !|— 

I am encomyaſt with a Sea of Blood !— 

The crimſon Billuws Oh! my Brain's on Fire! 
Py!. How is it, Sir—Repoſe youriclt on me. 
Oreſt. Fyrrhus, ſtand off! What wou'd'ſt thou ?— 

How he glares . 

What envious Hand has clos'd thy Worinds ?—Hare |. 

at thee. 

It is Rerm:0ne that ſtrikes, Confuſion ! 

She catches Fyrrhus in her Arms.—Oh, face me! 

How terrible the looks —She knits her Brow! 

She frowns me Deud: She frights me into Madness! 

Where am I—\V ho are your 
P;!, Alas, poor Prince! 

Help to ſupport him. —How ke pants ſor Breath! 
Oreji. Tnis is moſt kind, my Pylad-s.—Ch, why, 

Why was | born to pive thee endle's Prouble? 

Tyl. All will go well: He ſettles into Reaſon. 

Orot. Who talks of Reaſon ? Better to have none, 
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Than not enough, — Run, ſome one, tell my Greeks 
I will not have em touch the King—Now Now! 
1 blaze agatn !—See there Look whete they come 
A Shoal ot Furies !—Hfow they warm abgut me! 
My Terror !—Hide me |—On ther ſniky Locks! 
Hark! how they hiſs! Stel ge their flaming Brands! 
No they let drive full at me! How they grin, 
And ſhake their Iron VV hips !——dMy Ears! What 
Welling! 0 
And fee Hermione !—She ſets them on! — 
T'hrutt not your Scerpions thus into my Boſom! 
Oh !-1! am ftung to Death — Diſpateh we ſoon! 
There— Fake my Heart, Hermione !— Fear it out! 
Disjoint me !—k1ll me —Oh my tortur'd Soul !— 
yl, Kind Heav'n reftore him to bis wonted Calm! 
Oft have I teen him rave: But never thus: N 
Quite ſpent!—Aſſiſt me, Friends, to. b-ar kim off. 
Our Time is thor: ſhould his ſtrong Rape return, 
would be beyond our Power to force him hence. 
Away, my Friends !— hear the Fortal open. 
| Ge 
Puokxix, attended % Guards. 
All, all are fed —Oreſtes is not here !— 
Tramphant Villains !—The baſe, giddy Rabble, 
Whole Hands ſhould all have been employ'd with Fire 
To witte the Fleet, flock'd round the dying Princefs: 
And, while they Rand agaze, the Greeks embark, 
Oh, *ris too plain This lacrilegious Murder 
Was authoris'd,—-Tc' Ambaſiador's Eſcape 
Declares his Guilt, Mot bloody Embalty ! 
Moſt unexaiapled Deed | Where, where, ye Geds, 
Is Miyjety ſecure, it in your Temples 
You give it no FroteCQtion !—See the Queen. 
SCE.NE--- VII; 
PRORENIxX, AnvkoOmMACHE, CarHisA, with At. 
tendants. 

Audr. Yes, ye inhuman Greeks! The Time will come 
When you ſhall dearly pay your bloody Deed ! 
How ſhould the Trojans hope tor Mercy trom 1 
When thus you turn your impious Rage on Pyrrhus! 
Pyrrhus, the braveſt Man in all your League, 

he Man, whoſe fingle Valour made you triumph, 
Is my, Child there ?— a 
Cepli. It is the Corps of Pyrrhus. 
The weeping Soldiers bear him on their 8 , 
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Andr. IIl-fated Prince! Too negligent of Life, 
And too unwary of the faithleſs Gree «s ! 
Cut off in the treſh ripening Prime of Manhood, 
Ev'n in the Pride of Lite; thy Triumphs new, 
And all thy Glories in :ull Bloflom round thee! 
The very Trojans would bewail thy Fate, 
Ceph. Alas, then will your Sorrows never end! 
Andr. On, never! never—W hile 1 live, my Tears 
Will'never ceaſe; for I was born to grieve.— 
Give preſent Orders for the Fun'ral Pomp: {Tz Phan; 
Let him be rob'd in all his Regal State ; 
Place round him ev'ry ſhining Mark of Honour; 
And let the Pile, that conſecrates his Aſhes, 
Riſe like his Fame, and blaze above the Clouds. 
| SCE NTE. VIII. 
AnDROMACHE, CEPH1SA, with Attendants. 
Ceph. That Sound proclaims th' Arrival of the 
Prince: 
The Guards conduct him from the Citadel. 
Andr. With open Arms I'll meet him !---Oh, Cephiſa! 
A ſpringing Joy, mixed with ſoft Concern, 
A Pleaſure, which no Language can expreſs, 
An Ecſtaſy, that Mothers only feel, 
Plays round my Heart, and brightens up my Sorrow, 
Like Gleams of Sun-ſhine in a louring Sky. 
Though plung'd in Ils, and. exercis'd in Care, 
Yet never let the noble Mind deſpair. 
When preft with Dangers, and beſet with Foes, 
The Gods their timely Succour interpoſe; 
And, when our Virtue ſinks, o'crwhelm'd with Grief, 
By unforeſeen Expedients bring Relief. 


